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Advertilement,, 

T the defire of ſome Gentlemen, 

for whoſe Taſte and Judgment 
the Editor hath the greateſt Reſpeft, he has 
added to this Edition of Mr. Gray's Poems 
two Latin Tranſlations of the celebrated 
Elegy written in a Country Church-Yard, 
with - a poetical Addreſs to the Author; 
one by the Rev. Mr. Lloyd, the other by 
Lan anonymous Perſon ; as alſo à Tranſlation 
of the ſame into Italian: which, it is hoped, . 
will not be unacceptable to the <loffical Reader. 
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> FE 1. 


O! where the roſy-boſom'd Hours, 


Fair Venus train appear, 


Diſcloſe the 1ong-expeQing flow'rs, 
And wake the purple year! * 
Bs | The 


12 ODE ON THE SPRING. 


The Pa cutter pours her throat, 
” Reſponſive to the cuckow's note, 
- The untaught harmony of Spring : 
While, whiſp'ring pleaſure as they fly, 
Cool Zephyrs, thro the clear, blue ſky 
Their gather d fragrance flip 8. 


where er the oa Es thick branches ſtretch 
A broader, browner ſhade ; . 
Where'er the rude and moſs-grown beech 
| Ofet-canopies the glade *: Sins 
Beſide ſome water's ruſhy brink 


With me the Muſe ſhall fit, and think. 
(At 
Og 
* ————— bank 


9 ercanopy'd with luſcious woodbine. | 
19 . Midf. Night's Dream. 


— * 


ODE ON THE SPRING. 13 
(At eaſe reclin'd in ruſtic ſtate} ' / 


How yain the ardour of the Crowd. - ; 

How low, how little are the Proud, 
How indigent the Great !. . 

Still is che toiling hand of cart . 25 

| The panting herds repoſe: | | | f 

rer hark, how thro! the peopled air | 25 
The buſy murmur glows ! "TO 

The inſect youth are on the wing, 

Eager to taſte the honey'd ſpring, 
And float amid the liquid non? - 

Some lightly o'er the current ſkim, > TEA ; 

Some ſhew their gayly-gilded trim þ * +. 
Quick-glancing to the ſun . f 1 TH 

17 ha 1 | 

* « Nare per zſtatem liquidam —— "it 3 
| | Virgil. Georg. ib, 19 
7 — ſporting with quick glance \: | 


She to the ſun their war'd coats dropt with gold · 


14 ODE ON THE SPRING. 


To Contemplation's ſober eye 
Such is the race of Man: 
And they that creep and they that fly, 

Shall end where they began. 

Alike the Buſy and the Gay 
But flutter thro! life's little day, 

In Fortune's varying colours dreſt: 
Bruſh'd by the hand of rough Miſchance, 
Or chill'd by age, their airy dance 

They leave, in duft to reſt. 


Methinks I hear, in accents low, 
The ſportive kind reply: | 
Poor moraliſt ! and what art thou ? 
A ſolitary fly! 


Thy 


1 


— 


* 


3 — 
— 


* While inſects from the threſhold preach, &c. 
Mr. Green, in the Grotto. 


Dadfley's Miſeellanies, [ Lond, Edit.] Vol. V. P. 161. 


ODE ON THE SPRING. 


Thy Joys no glittering female meets, 
No hive haſt thou of hoarded ſweets, 
No painted plumage to diſplay : 
On haſty wings thy youth is flown ; 
Thy ſun is ſet, thy ſpring is gone 
We frolick, while 'tis May. 


* — — * 
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ON THE DEATH OF A 


FAVQURITE CAT, 


:Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fiſhes: 
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en THE DEATH OF 4 


FAVOURITE CAT, 


4 
Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fiſhes. 
7 WAS on a lofty vaſe's fide, 
Where China's gayeſt art bad dy'd E 
The azure flowers, that blow ; 7 * Li v 
Demureſt of the tabby kind, WB 
The penſive Selima reclin'd, ; 4 
Gaz d on the lake below. : F 
1 
(1 
\ 


20 ODE ON THE DEATH OF. 


Her conſcious tail her joy declar'd * 4 


The fair round face, the ſnowy beard, 


The velvet of her paws, 


Her coat, that with the tortoiſe vies, 


Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes, 


She faw ; and purr'd applauſe. 


& 3 
* 


Still had the gaz d; but midſt the tide 
Two angel forms were ſeen to glide, | 


The Genii of the fiream : ot 


Their ſcaly armour's Tyrian hue 


Thro' richeſt purple to the view 
Betray'd a golden gleam. 


The hapleſs Nymph with wonder aw, 


A whiſker firſt, and then a claw, 


a ; 
_ : +4 


A FAVOURITE CAT. mu 


With many an ardent with, 
She ſtretch'd in vain to reach the prize; 
What female heart can gold deſpiſe? 
What Cat's averſe to fiſh! jn 


Preſumptuous Maid? with looks i intent | 
Again ſhe ftretch'd, again the bent, 

Nor knew the gulf between, 
(Malignant fate fat by, and ſmird) 
The ſlipp'ry verge her feet beguil'd) i 4 
| She tumbled headlong in. 


Yo 


Eight times emerging from the flood "IN 
She mew'd to evry warry God, 
Some ſpeedy aid to ſend. 
No Dolphin came, no Nereid ſtirrd: 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Suſan heard. 
A Fayrite has no friend ! 


TI 4 " 


22 | O D E, Sr. g b 


Prom hence, ye Beauties, undeceiv d, c 

Know, one falſe ſtep is neer retrie vd, 
And be with caution bold. - 

Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes 

And heedleſs hearts, is lawful prize 
Nor all, that gliſters, gold. 
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ETON COLLEGE. 
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E diſtant ſpires, ye antique towers, 
That crown the wat'ry glade, 
here grateful Science ſtill dort 
Her Henxy's holy Shade; R. enn 
ad ye, that ſrom the ſtately brow ' | 


Winrs0x's heights th' expanſe below 


* _ * - A waa ee gs i. ugg os 4 gas 


King Hex ar the Sixth, Founder of the College. 


\ 
1 
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26 ODE ON A DISTANT 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 2 
| Whoſe turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flow'rs among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His ſilver-winding way. 


Ah happy hills, ah pleaſing ſhade, 
Ah fields below d in vain, 
Where once my carelefs childhood ſtray d, 
A ſtranger yet to pain ? | | 
I feel the gales, that from you blow, 
A momentary bliſs beſtow, 
As waving freſh their gladſome wing, : 
My weary ſoul they ſeem to ſooth, 
And, ® redolent of joy and youth. 
To breathe a. ſecond ſpring. 


— 


And bees dick honey redolent of ſpring. 
Dns den': Fable on the Pythag. Syſtem. 


W. 


PROSPECT or ETON COLLEGE. 2 


Say, Father Tn Aus, for thor: baſt ſeen 

Full many a ſprightly race 

Diſporting on thy margent green | 4 
The paths of pleaſure trace, | 1 

Who foremoſt now delight to cleave 

With pliant arm thy glaſſy wave ? 

The captive linnet which enthral ? 

What idle progeny ſucceed 

To chaſe the rolling circle's ſpeed, 

Or urge the flying ball ? | 


While ſome, on earneſt buſineſs bentx 
Their murn'ring labours ply 

Gainſt graver hours, that bring conſtraint 
To ſweetea liberty : 


ay, 


— 


28 
Some bold adventurers diſdain 
The limits of their little reign, | 

And unknown regions dare deſcry : 
Still as they run, they look behind, 
They hear a voice in every wind, 


And ſnatch a ſearſul joy. 


Gay bope is theirs, by fancy fed, - - 
Leſs pleaſing when poſſeſt; 

'The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 
The ſunſhine of the breaſt : 
Theirs buxom-kealth, of roſy hue, 

Wild wit, invention ever new, | 
And lively chear of vigour born ; 
The thoughtleſs day, the eaſy night, 
The ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 
That fly th' approach of morn. 


- 


ODE ON A DISTANT 


4 o 
* o 
| - 


> > x 


Mas, regardleſs of their doom, 

The little victims play 
No ſenſe have they of ills to come, 
Nor care beyond to-day; | 
et ſee how all around em wait 
he Miniſters of human fate, 

And black Misfortune's baleful train! 
Ah ſhew them where in ambuſh ſtand 
To ſeize their prey the murth'rous band! 
Ah, tell them, they are men?! | 


Theſe ſhall the fury Paſfions tear, 

The vultures of the mind, 
Diſdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And Shame that ſculks behind ; 
Or pining Love ſhall waſte their youth, 
Or Jealouſy with rankling tooth, 


4 


PROSPECT or ETON COLLEGE. 2g* / 


> —— 
. 9 


o ODE ON A DISTANT T 


That inly gnaws the ſecret heart, 
And Envy wan, and faded Care, 
Grim-viſag'd comfortleſs Deſpair, 

And Sorrow's piercing dart. 


Ambition this ſhall tempt to rite, 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter Scorn a Sacrifice, 
And grinning Infamy. - 
The ſtings of Falſhood thoſe ſhall try, 
And hard Unkindneſs alter'd eye, 
That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow ; 
And keen Remorſe with blood defil'd, 
And moody Madneſs * laughing wild 


Amid ſeyereſt woe. 


| * —— Madneſs laughing in his ireful mood. 
Dua den's Fable of Palamon and Arcite, 


ROSPECT OF E TON COLLEGE. ze 


Lo, in the vale of years beneath ' 
A griſly troop are ſeen, 

he painful family of Death, 

More hideaus than their Queen: 

his racks the joints, this fires the veins, 
hat every labouring ſinew ſtrains, 
Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage: 

o, Poverty. to fill the band, 

hat numbs the ſoul with icy band, 
And flow-confuming Age. 


o each his fuPrings: all are men, 
Condemn'd alike to zroan, 

The tender for another's pain: 
TH unfeeling for his own, 


Yer, 


$6.th 44 


34 2 | ' 20 D, 013.5675. 
Yet, ah! why ſhould they know their fate 7? 


Since ſorrow never comes too late, 


And happineſs too ſwiftly flie. 
Thought would deſtroy their paradiſe, ' Ty 
No more; where ignorance is bliſs, 
'Tis folly to be wiſe. 


. 


* 4.4 
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LONG STOR Y: 


— . Rcroneti 


N BRITAIR's Ifley no matter where, 
An ancient pile of building ſtands : 
The Huntingdons and Hattons there 


Employ'd the pow'r of Fairy hands. 

To raiſe the cieling's fretted height, | 
Each pannel in atchievements cloathing, r f 
Rich windows that exclude the light, | mv 
And paſſages, that lead to nothing, \ 1.8 


C 2 Full 


3s A LONG 6 TORY. 
Full oft a the ſpacious walls, 
When he had fiſty winters o'er him, 


My grave Lord Keeper led the Brawls: 
The Seal and Maces danc'd before him. 


His buſhy beard, and ſhoe-ſtrings green, 
His high-crown'd hat, and ſattin doublet, 

Mov'd the-ſtout heart of England's Queen, 
Tho' Pope and Spaniard could not trouble it. 


What, in the very firſt beginning! 
Shame of the verſifying tribe! 

Your Hiſt'ry whither are you ſpinning ? 
Can you do nothing but deſcribe ? 


A Houſe 


<4 Bo —_ 


"_ 


* Hatton, preferred by Queen n for, his grace- 
dancing. 


ful perſen ard fin 


j wy * 
4 LONG STORY. 


A Houſe there is, (and that's enough) | 


From whence one fatal morning iſſues 


A brace of Warriors, not in buff, 


But ruſtling, in their ſilks and tiſſues, 


The firſt came eap- q- piè ſrom France, 
Her conqu' ring deſtiny fulfilling, 
Whom meaner Beauties eye aſkance, 
And vainly ape her art of killiog. "7x 


| The other Amazon kind Heaven 

Had arm'd with ſpirit, wit, and ark: | 
But Conn am had the poliſh given, 5 
And tip'd her Arrows with good-nature, 


e ' To 


38 A LONG STORY. 
To celebrate her eyes, her air, — 

Coarſe panegyricks would but teize her, 
Meliſſa is her Nomme de Guerre, 


Alas, who would not wiſh to pleafe her. 


- With ddiaet blue and capuchine; 
And aprons long, they hid their armour, 
And veil'd their weapons bright and keen, 
In pity to the country anne, 


toms, in he 0 of i. VE, 
(By this time all the Pariſh know it) 

Had told, that thereabouts there lurk'd 
A wicked Imp they call a Poet, | 


—— 
* 


A LONG STORY. 39 
Who proud the country far and near, 
Bewitch'd the children of the peaſants, 
Dry'd up the cows, and lam'd the deer, 
And ſuck'd the eggs, and killd the pheaſants. 


My Lady heard their joint petition, 
Swore by her coronet and ermine, 
She'd iſſue out her high commiſſion 


To rid \he manour of ſuch vermin. 


The Heroines undertook the taſk, 
Thro' lanes unknown, oer ſtiles they venturd, 
Rapp'd at the door, nor ſtay d to aſk, 
But bounce into the parlour enters. 


Eg The 


4 A LONG STORx. 
The trembling family they daunt, 
They flirt, they ſing, they laugh, they tattle, 
Rummage his Mother, pinch his Aunt, 
And up ſtairs in a whirlwind rattle. 
Each hole and cuphoard they explore, 
Each creek and cranny of his chamber, 
Run hurry-ſkurry round the floor, | 
And o'er the bed and teſter clamber, 


Into the Draw'rs and China pry, 
Papers and books, a huge. Imbroglio ! + - 
Under a tea-cup he might lie, 


Or creas'd, like dogs-ears in a folio. 


A LONG STORY. 


On the firſt marching of the weeks 
The Muſes, hopeleſs of his pardon, 

Convey'd him underneath their hoops - 
To a ſmall cloſet in the garden. 


So Rumour ſays. (Who will, believe) 
But that they left the door a- jarr, 

Where, ſafe and laughing in his ſleeve, 
He heard the diſtant din of war. 


Short was his joy. He little knew, 
The power of Magic was no fable.. 

Out of the window, whiſk they ew, 

But left a ſpell upon the table. 


Cs 


42 A LONG S TOR x. 


The words too eager to unriddle 
The poet felt a ſtrange diſorder: 
Tranſparent biidlime form'd the middle, 
And chains inviſible the border. 


So cunning was the apparatus, 
The powerful porheoks did ſo move him, 
That, will he, nill he, to the * 
He went, as if the Dexil drove him, 


Yet on his way (no ſign of grace, 
For folks in fear are apt to pray) 

To Phebus be prefer'd his caſe, 
And begg'd his aid that dreadful day. 


A LONG STORY. 


But with a bluſh, on recollection 


- 


Own'd, that his quiver and his laurel | 
'Gainſt four ſuch eyes were no protection. 


The Court was ſate, the Culprit there, 

Forth from their gloomy manſions creeping 
The Lady Janes and Joans repair, 

And from the gallery ſtand peeping. 


Such as in filence of the night 

Come (ſweep) along ſome winding entry 
Shack has often ſeen the fight) 

Or at the chapel-door ſtand ſentry, 


8: ab 


* The HOUSE-KEEPER, 


43 
The God-head would have back'd his quarrel, 


4 A LONG S TOR. 
In peaked hoods and maniles tarniſhd, 


Sour viſages, enough to ſcare ye, 
High Dames of Honour once, that garniſh'd | 
The drawing-room: of fierce Queen * 


* 1 


The Peereſs comes: The Audience ſtare, 

And doff their hats with due ſubmiſſion ; 
She courtlies as ſhe takes his chair, 

To all the People of condition. 


The Bard with many an artſul fib, 


40 


Had in imagination fenc'd him, 
Diſprov'd the 3 of * Sguib, 
And all that 4 Groom could urge againſt him, | 
But 


» ----- Hd 


* Groom of the Chambers, Ne Stewards 


But 


A LONG STORY. 4% 
But ſoon his rhetorick forſook him, 
When he the ſolemn hall had ſeen; 
A ſudden ſit of ague ſhook him, : | ö 
He ſtood as mute as poor {| Macleane, | 


— 


Yet ſomething he was heard to mutter, 


© How in the park beneath an old-tree 


(Without defign to hurt the butter, 
Or any malice to the poultry ; _ + | 
He once or twice had penn d a ſonnet ; 
“Vet hop'd, that he might fave his bacon : , | 
Numbers would give their oaths upon it, | 
He ne'er was for a confrer taken.” Ha 
The 


14 famous highwayman hang'd the week before, 


46 A LONG STORY, 


The ghoſtly Prudes, with hagged face, 
Already had condemn'd the ſinner. 

My Lady roſe, and with a (grace —— 
She ſmil'd, and bid him come to dinner. 


** Jeſu-Maria ! Madam Bridget, 
Why, what can the Viſcounteſs mean 
(Cry'd the ſquare hoods in woeful fidget) 
The times are alter'd ird 6nd clean! 
** Decorum's turn'd to mere civility ; 
** Her air and all bes manners ſhew it. 
*© Condemn'd me to her affability ! 
3 Speak to a an and Poet!“ 
[ Here 500 Stanzas are loſt,] 


And 


A LONG STORY. 47 


And ſo, God fave our noble King, x 
And guard us from long-winded Lubbers, 
That to eternity would ſing, 

And keep my Lady from her Rubbers, 
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D V 


AUGHTER of Jovs, relentleſs Pow'r, 
Thou Tamer of the human breaſt, 
oſe iron ſcourge and tort'ring hour, 
The Bad affright, afflict the Beſt ! 
nd in thy adamantine chain, 
he Proud are taught to tafte of pain, 


52 HYMN TO ADVERSITY. - 


And purple Tyrants vainly groan 


With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone.. 


When firſt thy fire to ſend on earth 
Virtue, his darling Child, deſign'd, 

To thee he gave the heay'nly Birth, 

And bade to form her infant mind. 

Stern rugged Nurſe ! thy rigid lore 

With patience many a year ſhe bore : 

What ſorrow was, thou bad'ſt her know, 


And from her own ſhe learn'd to melt at others wc 


Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly 
Self-pleaſing Folly's idle brood, 

Wild Laughter, Noiſe, and thoughtleſs Joy, 
And leave us leiſure to be good. 

Light they diſperſe, and with them go 

The ſummer Friend, the flatt'ring Foe ;. 


Ind 1 


HYMN TO ADVERSTTYT. 33 


3y vain Proſperity receiv d, 
o her they vaw their truth, and are again belie vd. 


Wiſdom, in ſable garb array d.,. 
mmers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, filent -maid, 


ith leaden eye, that loves the ground, 
till on thy ſolemn ſteps attend : F 
arm Charity, the gen'ral Friend, | 
With Juſtice to herſelf ſevere, - 

Ind Pity, dropping ſoft the ſadly-pleaſing tear, 
Oh, gently on thy Suppliant's head, 

read Goddeſs, lay thy eng band ! 

Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad,” 

or circled with the vengeful Band 

\s by the Impious thou art ſeen) 

th thund'ring voice, and threat'ning mien, 

With 


1 i... ae 


\ 
* 


44 HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 


With ſcreaming Horror's funeral cry, A 
Deſpair, and fell Diſeaſe, and ghaſtly Poverty. 


Thy form benign, oh Goddeſs, wear, 
Thy milder influence impart, 

Thy philoſophic Train be there, ; 
To ſoften, not to wound the heart, 

The gen'rous ſpark extin& revive, 

Teach me to love and to forgive, 

Exact my own defects to ſcan, / $5] 

What others are, to feel, and know myſelf a M 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


When the Author firſt publiſhed this and 
the following Ode, he was adviſed, even 
by his Friends, to ſubjoin ſome few ex- 
planatory Notes; but he had too much 


reſpect for the underſtanding of his 
Readers to take that liberty. 


* 
0 . - 
. * 1 * * 
. 14 
* 


- 


PROGRESS OF POESY. 
A PINDARIC ODE. 
I. r. 


* A WAKE, Zolian lyre, awake, | 


And give to rapture all thy trembling 
ftrings. 


From Helicon's harmonious ſprings 
A thouſand rills their may progreſs take: 
| | | The 


* Awake, up m lory : awake; Jute and __ 
* N David's Pſalms. 
Pindar 2 has own poetry with its cal accom- 
panyments 
Alo Lees. A xop9ai, AloAidwy _ avaay, 


——— — FTolian Song, 
Æolian firings, the _— th of the /Eolian ma 
e 


38 THE PROGRESS OP POESY,” 


The laughiog flow'rs, that round them iow, 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 

Now the rich ſtream of muſic winds along, 
Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and firong, 
Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres' golden reign : 
Now rolling down the ſteep amain, 
Headlong, impetuous, ſee it pour : 

The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the 


roar. 
. | Oh! 


The fubjet and fimile, as ufual with Pindar, are 


united. The various ſources of poetry, which gives life 
and luſt re to all it touches, are here deſcribed ; its 
quiet majeftic progreſs enriching every ſubjelt (otherwiſe 
dry and barren) with a pomp f diflion and luxuriant 
| harmony of numbers ; and its more rapid and irreſiſtible 
courſe, when ſwoln and hurried away by the conflift of 
tumultuous paſſions, 


AP 


* Oh ! Sovereign of the willing ſoul, 
Parent of ſweet and folemn-breathing airs, 
Enchanting ſhell ! the ſullen Cares; 
And frantic Paſſions hear thy ſoft controul. 

On Thracia's hills the Lord of War, 

Has curb'd the fury of his car, 

And dropp'd his thirſty lance at thy command. 
+ Perching on the ſceptred hand Bs 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing: 
Quench'd in dark clouds of flumber lie 
The terror of his beak, and lightning- of his eye. 
Thee 


- * WY hs _ we 


— — 2 


Poder of harmony to calm the turbulent ſallies of tie 


foul. The thoughts are vorrowed from the firſt 2 


+ This is a weal imitation of Gran incomparable lines 
in the ſaue Ode, 
D 2 
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: „ 

* Thee the voice, the dance, obey, 

Temper'd to thy warbled lay. 


O'er Idalia's velvet-green 


The roſy-crowned Loves are ſeen 


On Cytherea's day, 
With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleaſures, A 
F riſking light in frolic meaſures ; T 


Now purſuing, now retreating, 
Nov in circling troops they meet: 
To briſk notes, in cadence beating, 
+ Glance their many-twinkling feet. 
Slow melting ſtrains their Queen's approach declare: 
Where' er ſhe turns the Graces homage pay. 
With arms ſublime, that float upon the air. 


In gliding State ſhe wins her eaſy way: 1 
1 | er 


—— that 


Ls. — * CE 


Power of harmony to K all the graces of 
ton in the body. 


TM Inc? rod 9 & gyn. 
W aw 04. 6, 


O'er 


A PINDARIC ODE 6 


O'er her warm cheek, and riſing boſom, move 


The bloom of young Deſirs, and purple light. of 


Love. 
| Th 0 

+ Man's feeble race what Ills await, 

Labour and Penury, the racks of Pain, 

Diſeaſe, and Sorrow's weeping train, 
And Death, fad reſuge from the ſtorms of Fate 1 
The fond complaint, my Song, diſprovey 
And juſtify the laws of Jove. 
Say, has he giv'n in vain the heay'nly Muſe # 
Night, and all her ſickly dews, 


— 


—_ 


0 Alu & ia rhef 
Iain Pw iperrog. Phrynichus . Athenaum, 


+ To compenſate the real and imaginary ills of life, + ' 


the Muſe was given to Mankind by the ſame Providence 


that ſends the Day, by its chearful preſence to diſpel the . 
gloom and terrors of the Night. 
1. oY 


- 


* 
\ 
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Her SpeQres wan, and Birds of boding cry, i | 


He gives to range the dreary ſky : 25 ( 
Till down the eaſtern cliffs afar 
Hyperion's march they ſpy, and glitt'ring ſhafts of | 
War. Y = 
1 ; | 
In climes beyond the ſolar 5 road, 
Where ſhaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains a 
The Muſe has broke the twilight-gloom 
To chear the ſhiy'ring Native's dull abode. | l 
Ty And I 
Or ſeen the Morning's well-appointed Star — 
Come marching up the eaſtern hills afar. 
[ . Cowley. : 
| [| Extenfeve influence of poetic Gentus over the re- 1 
| | moteſt and moſt uncivilized nations its connection with th 
| liberty, and the virtues that naturally attend on it. 8. 
[ See the Erſe, Norwegian, and Welſh Fragments, the 47 


Lapland and American ſongs. ] 
$ © Extra anni ſoliſque vias — PVirgtl, 


** Tutta lontana dal camin del ſole.” 
| Petrarch, Canzon 2, 


4 52 5 
6 = P | R | % P 
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And oft, beneath the od'rous ſhade 
Of Chili's boundleſs foreſts laid, 


She deigns to hear the ſavaze Youth repeat 


In loofe numbers wildly ſweet, 

Their feather- cinctured Chiefs, and duſky Loves. 
Her track, where'er the Goddeſs roves, 
Glory purſue, and generous Shame, 


Th unconquerable Mind, and Freedom's holy 
flame. 4 
3 
* Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's ſteep, 


Illes, that crown th? Zzean dcep, 


Fields, 


. — 


— — 


Progreſi of Poetry from Greece to Italy, and from 
| Italy to England Chaucer was not unacquainted with 
the writings of Dante or of Petrarch, The Earl of . 
; Surrey and Sir Thomas Wyatt had travelled into Italy, 
- and formed their taſte there: Spenſer imitated the Italian | 
writers ; Milton improved on them : but this School ex- a 
fired ſoon after the Reſtoration, and a new one aroſe on 
the French model, which has fubſefted ever fince, 
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Fields, that cool Iliſſus la ves, 


Or where Mzander's amber waves 
In lingering Lab'rinths creep, 
How do your tuneful Echos lapguiſh, 


Mute, but to the voice of An ith ? 

Where each old poetic Mountain 
Inſpiration breath'd around : 

Ev'ry ſhade and hallow'd Fountain 
Murmur'd deep a ſolemn ſound : 

Till the fad Nine in Greece's evil hour 
Left their Parnaſſus for the Latian plains. 

Alike they ſcorn the pomp of tyrant Pow'r, - | 
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 


When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loſt, 


They ſought, oh Albion! next & ſea-encircled . 


coaſt. 
| 1. 


Far from the ſun and ſummer gale, 


In thy green lap was Nature's Darling laid, 


What time, where lucid Avon ftray'd, 


To Him the mighty Mother did unveil 
| 3 | Her 


© Shakeſpeare, 


) 


wh 
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* 


Her awful face : The dauntleſs Child | 

Stretch'd forth his little arms, and ſmil'd, —=*  * 

This pencil take (ſhe ſatd) whoſe colours clear. | 

Richly paint the vernal year: wx 

Thine too theſe golden keys, immortal Boy ! 

This can unlock the gates of Joy ; 

Of Horrour that, and thrilling Fears, 

Or ope the ſacred ſource of ſympathetic Tears. 
III. 2. 


Nor ſecond He *, that rode ſublime 
Upon the ſeraph wings of Extaſy, 
The ſecrets of th Abyſs to ſpy. 

+ He paſs'd the flaming bounds of Place and Time - 

The living Throne; the ſapphire-blaze, 


Where Angels tzemble, while they gaze, by 
| e 


— — 22 —— 


Milton. J | 
1“ flammantia menia mundi: Tucretius. 
For the ſpirit of the living creature was in the 


wheels — And above thE fumament, that was over 
D 5! thei 


He faw : but blaſted with exceſs of light, 
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* Cloſed his eyes in endleſs night. 
Behold, where Dryden's leſs preſumptuous car, 
Wide ver the fields of Glory bear | 


+ Two Courſers of ethereal race, - 


+ With necks in thunder cloath'd, and long reſound- 
ing pace. 


Hark, 


— 


2 
— 


their heads, was the likeneſs of a throne, as the ap- 
pearance of a ſapphire- ſtone.— This was the appear- 
ance of the glory of the Lord. 

Erchiel i i. 20, 26, 28. 


u 

* pda, , apupor” οννο d . 3 to 
Homer. 0d, 2 

no. 

| + Meant to expreſs the flately march and Jem 10 
energy of Dryden's rhimes. _ 
7 Haſt thou cloathed his neck with dee ? the 


Job. | 


- 


A PINDARIC ODE #@ 


III. 3. 
Hark his 1 the lyre explore ! 
Bright-ey'd Fancy, hovering o'er, 
Scatters from her piQur'd urn 
* Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 


+ But ah ! tis heard no more — . 
Oh ! Lyre divine, what daring Spirit 
Wakes ches now ? tho' he inherit 267 

| Nor 


* Words that weep, and tears that yu 


+ ih dane Bd fe cer 
ſublime kind, than that of Dryden on St. Ceclia's day: 
for Cowley (who had his merit) yet wanted judgment, 
ſtyle, and harmony, for ſuch a taſk, That of Pope is 
not worthy of Jo great a man. Mr. Maſon indeed of 
late days has touched the true chords, and with a ma- 
terly hand, in fome of his Choruſes — above all, in 
the laft of Caraclacus, 


Hark ! heard ye not yon ſootſtẽp dread ? &c, 


. 
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Nor the Pride, nor ample pinion, 
® That the Theban Eagle bear 
Sailing with ſupreme dominion | 
'Thro' the azure deep of air: | 11317238 
Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms, as glitter in the Muſe's ray 
With orient hues, unborrow'd of the Sun: 
Yet ſhall he mount, and keep his diſtant way ;- | 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 


Beneath the Good how far —— but far above the 
Great. 


bs Ars Tp opnba dec. Olymp. 2. 1 com- 
pares himſelf to that bird, and his enemies to raven 
that croak and clamour in vain below, whale it 1 
its flight, Ny of thetr . 


91 
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ADVERTISEMENT: 
The following O D E is founded on a 
Tradition current in wales, that Edward 
THE FIRST, when he compleated the 
conqueſt of that country, ordered all 
the Bards, that fell into his hands, to 10 
be put to death. F 


WENN e eee 


* 
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THE 


B A R D, 


A PINDARIC ODE. 


1 a a 
UIN ſeize thee, ruthleſs King ! 

% Confuſion on thy banners wait, _ | 

* Tho” fann d by Conqueſt's crimſon wing, 


9 * They mock the air with idle ſtate. 
% Helm 


. Mocking the air with colours an PEST 
"200 IR 
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«Helm, nor * Hauberk's twiſted vl, 5-54 4 Sto 

„Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, ſhall avail 

% To fave thy ſecret ſoul from nightly fears, 

From Cambria's curſe, from Canfbria's tears!“ 

Such were the ſounds, that o'er the + crefted pride 
Of the firſt Edward ſcatter'd wild diſinay, 

As down the ſteep of 4 Snowdon's ſhaggy ſide 

He wound with toilſome march his long array. 

Stout 


a N — — — 


* The Hauber was a texture of fteel ringlets, or 
rings interwoven, forming a coat of mail, that-_fate 
cloſe to the body, and Adapted 7 If to every motion. 


+ —— The 4 adder's pride: 
Dryden's Indian Queen. 


4 Snowdon was a name given by the Saxons to 
hat mountainous tract, which the Welch themſeloes 
call Crgigian-eryri : i ineduded all the highlands 0 
Caernarvonſhire and Merionethſhire, as far eaſt as t 
river Conway. R. Hygden, ſpeakin of - -the caſtle of 
Conway built by Ring dar "HA axe, Ad ortum 
„ amnis Conway ad clivum montis Erery;“ — 
Matthew of Weſtminſter, (ad ann. 1283,): ** Ap 
** Aberconway fad pedes montis SnowConie Ph 
« erigi caſtrum farte.” 


'on of 
elieved 


$ Sh 


* 
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Stout ® Glo'ſter ſtood aghaſt in ſpeecheleſs trance z 
To arms! cried + Mortimer, and. couch'd his 
quiv'ring lance. | | 
Ls. 
On a rock, whoſe haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the ſable garh of woe, 
With haggard eyes the Poet ſtood ; 
(t Looſe his beard, and boary hair 
$ Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air) 
And 


- 


* Gilbert de Clare, ſurnamed the Red, Earl of 
louceſter and Hertford, ſon-in-law to King Edward. 

+ Edmond de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore. 

They both were Lords-Marchers, whoſe lands. lay 
n the borders of Wales, and probably. accompanied 
ne Kang in this expedition. | 
Ay t The image was taken. from a well-known piflure 
d / Raphael, repreſenting the Supreme Being in the vi- 
d en of Ezekiel ; there are two of theſe paintings (both 
it lier ed original) one at Florence, the other at Paris 


} Shone, like a weteor, ſtreaming to the wind. 
Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 
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And with a Maſter's hand, and Prophet's fire, 0 
Struck the deep ſorrows of his lyre. 


*© Hark, how each giant-oak, and deſert cave, 


** Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath 


* Ofer thee, oh King! their hundred arms they 

waye, | 
Revenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe ; 
* Vocal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, 


To high- born Hoel's harp, or ſoft Llewellyn's lay. 
* f * 


Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 
** Fhat huſh'd the ſtormy main: 
Brave Urien ſleeps upon his craggy bed: 
12 Mountains, ye mourn in vain : 
„ Modred, whoſe magic ſong 
„Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-top'd head 
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« On dreary Arvon's ſhore they lie, 
« Smear'd with gore, and ghaſtly pale: 
„Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens fail ; WE: 
« The famiſh'd + Eagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. 
« Dear loſt companicns of my tuneful art, 
«© + Dear, as the light that viſits theſe ſad eyes, 
© + Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
Ve died amidſt your dying country's cries— 
ay. | 250 


ey 


—_ 


* The of Caernarvon ſhire oppofite to the iſle 
pf Angleſey. £ 
+ Camden and others obſerve, that eagles uſed an- 
ually to build their aerie among the rocks of Snow- 
jon, which from thence (as fume think) were named 
he Welch Craigian-eryri, or the crags of the eagles. 
t this day (7 am told) the higheſt point of Snows- 
on ts called the eagle's neſt. bird is certain- 
no ſtranger to thas land, as the Scots, and the 
ole of Cumberland, Weſtmoreland, Sc. can teftify 2 
even has built its nefl in the Peak of Derbyſhare., 
See Willoughby's Ornithol, publiſhed by Ray, ] 
＋ As dear to me as are the ruddy drops, 
That viſit my fad heart 


Shatef. Jul. Ceſar. 


head 


44 Ox 
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No more I weep. They do not ſleep. 
on yonder cliffs, a griſly band 
L ſee them ſit, they linger yet, _ 
* Avengers. of their native land: 
„ With me in dreadful harmony - they join, 
And e weaye with bloody hands the tiſſue of thy 
line.” 


=. 237 


* Weave the warp, and weave the woof, 
© The winding- ſheet of Edward's race. 

Give ample room, and verge enough 
The characters of hell to trace. 


4 Mark the year, and mark the night, 12 
* t When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright 
The ; 
— — * 


* See the Norwegian Ode, that follows. 


t Eduard the Second, cruelly butchered in Berkley- Que 
Caſtle, f 


he 


* 
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« The ſhricks of death, thro' Berkley's roofs thit 
ring, r (Þ 
1 Shricks of an agonizing King! 
** * She-Wolf of France, wich unrelenting fangy, 
© That tear'ſt the bowels of thy mangled Mate, 
, From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs 
«© The ſcourge of Heav n. What Terrors round 
him wait! | 
„ Amazement in his van, with Flight combin'd. 
„And forrow's faded form, and ſolitude behind. 
II. 2. 
« Mighty Victor, mighty Lord, 
* + Low on his funeral couch he lies! | 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford 2 


* to grace his 9 _ he 


* Iſabel of France, Edward the Second's adulterous 
Queen, | 

+ Triumphs of Edward the Third in France. 

t Death of that King, abandoned by his Children, 
and even robbed in his laſt moments by his Courtiers and 
his Miſtreſs, 


* Js the ſable ® Warrior fled ? 
** Thy ſon is gone. He reſts among the Dead. 
*The Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were 
| born ? 


85 Gond to ſalute the riſing Morn. 2 
Fair S laughs the Morn, and ſoft the Zephyr blows, : 
While proudly riding o'er the azure realm, : 
*4 In gallant trim the gilded Veſſel goes ; | N 
Vouth on the brow, and Pleaſure at the helm; ; 
*" Regardleſs of the ſweeping Whirlwind's ſway, m 


That, huſh'd in grim repoſe, expects his evening- 
prey. : 


II. 


Eduard tie Black Prince, died fome time be 
Fore his Father. 

& Magnificence of Richard the Second's reign, 
See Froifſard and other contemporary Writers, 
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I. 3. 
Fill high the ſparkling bowl, 

The rich repaſt prepare, | 
Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhare the feaſt : 
* Cloſe by the regal Chair a 
Fell Thirſt and Famine ſcowl 
A baleful ſmile upon their baffled Gueſt. 
Heard ye the din of + battle bray, 
Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe ? 
Long years of havock urge their deſtin'd courſe, | 
And thro' the kindred PANS Ih mow their way. 


3 « Ye 


II. 


— 


. 


* Richard the Second, 6 
oþ Scroop and the confederate Lords in their ma- 
feſto, by Thomas of Walfingham, and all the older 
riters) was flarved to death. The flory of his af- 
mm Sir e is of much later 


ae, 


+ Reta wars of York * Laage. 


ei gn. 
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* 


* Ye Tow'rs of Julius,“ London's laſting ſhane, 

= With many a foul and midnight murther fed, 
--**< Revere his + Conſort's faith, his Father's | fame, 

© And ſpare the meek | Uſurper's holy bead, 

> Above, below, the $rofe of ſnow, E 
% Torin'd with her bluſhing foe, we ſpread: 7 

* The briſtle 1 Boar, in infant gore, 72 
% Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade, 


6 No 


#1 


— — nad | « 
Henry the Sixth, George Duke of Claren © 1 
Edward the Fifth, Rickard Duke of York, Sc. 
lieved to be murthered ſecretly in the Tower of Lond © 11 
The oldeſt part of that ſtructure is 2 attrib 
„1 5 ulius — of 
73 ſargaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic Jp 
= ſtruggled 4 * ſave her — — 
| Crown. x 
t Henry the Fifth. © 
|| Henry the Suxth very near being canonized, Cong, 
line of 2 no right of inheritance to ect 
- Crown. ments 
. 8 The white and red rofes, devices of York are , 
125 


45 filoer Boar was the badge of Richard Walt 
Thad; whence he was - uſually known in tus 0 
time by the name of the Boar. 


1 


A PINDARIC'ODE. © ® 
« Now, Brothers, bending oer th? accurſed loom, | 
6 Stamp we our vengeance deep,and lh his doom, 


— 


BB | | 8 u. „ 
„ Edward, lo! to ſudden fate = 
% (Weave we the woo. "The chread is ſpun) 
Half of thy heart we conſecrate. 
* (The web is wore. The work is done. ). 
Stay, oh ſtay ! nor thus forlorn 
Leave me unbleſs d, unpitied, here to mourn: 


In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern Kies, 


15 They melt, they vemiſh from my eyes. 
* But, 


— 


» — 


— . Ga» 


» then of: Coftite died « foes years after the | 
conqueſt of Wales. The heroic proof ſhe gave of her 


affetion for her Lord is well known. The monu- 
ments of his regret, and ſorrow for the lofs of her, 
are ftill to be ſeen at Northampton, R124 Dey 
IValiham, and other place. 

E Kon Bend 


i 
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i 


„But, oh! what ſolemn ſcenes on $nowden' 
height : 


4 Deſcending flow their ne 8 kirts unroll 2 
. Viſions of glory, ſpare my aching ſight, | 
* Ye unborn Ages, crowd not on my ſoul! - 
«© No more our long loſt ® Arthur we bewail. 


* All-hail, + ye genuine Kings, Britannia's Iſſue hail! WI 
| | 5 

: III. 2. F 

19 Thi 

& Girt with many a Baron bold, Brig 
„Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; War 


« And gorgeous Dames, and Stateſmen old. 
In bearded majeſty, appear. 


1 
* Shee 
De” hk to f 
— us And t/ 
Orator 
» It was the common belief of the 2 nation vorlure 
that King Arthur = till alive in Fairy land, ans Checkes, 
ſhould return again to reign over Britain, + Tali 
+ Both Merlin and Talieffin had propheſed, 6 Cent. 
the Welſh Jhould re, am their fc ſovereignty over thi Ty he 


land TT ay” to be accompliſhed in the Hog 
of Tudor, 
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© In the midſt a Form divine ! CENTS. | 
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line ; 
Her lien-port *, her awe-commanding face, 
Attemper'd ſweet to virgin-grace. . 
What firings ſymphonious tremble in the air, 
What ſtrains of vocal tranſport round her play ! 
© Hear from the grave, great Talieflin d, hear; 
They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay, 
Bright rapture calls, and ſoaring as the ſings, 
Waves in the eye of Hearn her many- eolout d 

wings. i Ire] 


The 


* Speed, relating an — Jour Queen Eliza- 


k to Paul Dialinſti, Ambaſſador 22 ays; 


. thus fie, d ring, 
Orator no leſs with her ſtately port ot nd 2 de- 


cleckes,?? 


t Talieffn, Chic the Bards, flourifhed in the 
th . — = LH, are ſtill Sreſerved, and his 
pry held in high veneration among ts cena. 
E 2 


borture,. than with tartnefſe of her princelie 


"4 


THE BARD, 


| in. 3. 1 
The verſe th again 

Fierce War, and faithful Love, 

And Truth ſevere, by fairy Figios: dreſt 
In + buſkin'd. meaſures move E 
Hale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, ; 
« With Horrour, Tyrant of the throbbing breat{if* Be 
A & Voice, as of the Cherub-Choir, 
Gales from bloaming Eden ber: ' W*v 
M . And diſtant warblings leſſen on wy ear, | Hy 


44 That * in long futurity expire. 
44 Fe 


* . . l 
. 
LY a. : F 1 
as » — ” —_— — — * — + th. 4 —_— — A — - 
* - . 


„Fierce wars and faithful loves ſhall moralize 
ſon 
* Spenfer's Proime to the Fairy Jueen 


ee 
Alken. 
Te ſucceſion of Poets after Milton's time. 


A PINDARIC ODE *&%; 


“Fond, impious Man, think ſt _ yon * 
guine cloud, 


Rais d by thy breath, has quench'd the Orb of 78 
day? 


„ To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 
' And warms the nations with redoubled ray, 
Enough for me: With joy I ſee 

The different doom our Fates aſſign. 
Be thine Deſpair, and ſcepter'd Care, 
* To triumph, and to die, are mine.” 
e ſpoke, and headlong from the mountain's height 
deep in the roaring tide he plung'd to endleſs night, 


ize 
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[From the Noxs#x-TonGvus.] 
IN THE 
ORCADES of Tuono Toxravs; 
Harniz, 1697, Folio: and alſo in 
| BaxTHOLINUE, 
viTT EA OAPIT FYAIA VALFALLI, xc. 


- E 4 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Author had once thoughts (in concert 
with a Friend) of giving 1E HISTORY 
or ENGL1sn Poetry :- In the Intro- 
duction to it he meant to have produced 
ſome ſpecimens of the Style that reigned 
in ancient times among the neighbouring 
nations, or thoſe who had ſubdued the 
greater part of this Iſland, and were our 
Progenitors : The following three Imita- 
lions made a part of them. He has long 
ſince dropped his deſign, eſpecially after 
he had heard, that it was already in the 
hands of a Perſon well qualified to do it 
juſtice, both by his taſte, and his re- 
ſearches into antiquity. 


PREFACE. 


4/9 09 009 — . 00400000 419 


I the Eleventh Century Sigurd, Earl 
of the Orkney-Iſlands, went with a 


fleet of ſhips and a conſiderable body of | 


troops into Ireland, to the aſſiſtance of 


Siftryg with the filken beard, who was then 


making war on his father-in-law Brian, 
King of Dublin: the Earl and all his 
forces were cut to pieces, and Siryg 

was in danger of a total defeat ; but the 
enemy had a greater loſs by the death 
of Brian, their * who fell in the 


action. 


CSFESIESFESF 


re E. 


action. on Chrifttnas-day, (the day of 
the battle) a Native of Caithneſs in Scot- 
land ſaw at a diſtance a number of Per- 
ſons on horſeback riding full ſpeed to- 
wards a hill, and ſeeming to enter into it, 
Curioſity led him to follow them, till 
looking through an opening in the rocks, 
he ſaw twelve gigantic figures reſembling 
women: they were all employed about a 
loom ; and as they wove they ſung the 
following dreadful Song; which when 
they had finiſhed, they tore the web i into 
twelve pieces, and (each taking her por- 
tion) galloped Six to the North drake as 


many to the South, 


Y > 


, 


THE al nu) 
FATAL SISTERS. 
NN OD 


rere ++++++44+++ 


Now the form begins to low'r, 
(Haſte, the loom of Hell prepare, 
o Iron+fleet of arrowy ſhow'r 
+ Hurtles in the darken'd air. 


We 


r * * 9 


Note — The Valkyr rigt were female Divinities, Ser- 
vants of Odin (or Woden) in the Gothic mythology, 
Their names fignafy Chuſers of the flain.. They were 
mounted on ſwift horſes, with drawn fewords in their 
hands ; and in the. throng Felected as 
were deftined to hn og and condufled them to Val- 
kalla, the hall of Odin, or paradiſe of the Brave ; 
where they attended the ba 3 
parted Heroes with horns of- mead and ale; 

* How quick they wheel Ae flying, behind 

them ſhot _- - # 
Sharp fleet of arrowy ower ©; els 
- Milton's Parad. Regain, 


+ The noiſe of battle hurried ib the air, 
' Shakeſp. Fu. Ceſar, 


94 THE PATAL SISTERS, | 
: Glitt'ring lances are the loom, 


Er 

Where the duſky warp we train, 
Weaving many a Soldier's doom, Bl 

Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane. 

See the ity; mars grow, * 
(Tis of human entrails made,) | 
And the weights, that play below, ; W 
Each a gaſping Warriour's head. | 
Shafts for ſhuttles, dipt in gore, As 
Shoot the trembling cords along. 17 
Sword, that once a Monarch bore; ' © © © | Go: 
| Keeps the tiſſue cloſe and ſtrong. 2 ( 
Miſta black, terrific Maid, We 
Sangrida, and Hilda ce, 0 
: Join the wayward work to aid : 4 Spit 
'Tis the woof of victory. 3 ( 


AN ODE. gg - 


Ere the ruddy ſun be ſet, 
Pikes muſt ſhiver, javelins ſing, 
Blade with clattering buckler meet," 
Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


(Weave the crimſon web of war) 
Let us go, and let us fly, 
Where our Friends the conflict ſhare, 
Where they triumph, where they die.] 


As the paths of fate we tread, 
Wading thro' th' enſanguin'd field: \ 4 

Gondula, and Ceira, ſpread 9 
Oer the youthful King your ſhield. 


We the reins to daughter give, 0 4 
Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare: | | 

Spite of danger, be ſhall live, 9 
(Weave the crimſon web of war.) I 
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They, whom once the defart-beach 
Pent within its bleak domain, 
Soon their ample ſway ſhall ſtretch 
O'er the Plenty of the Plain. 


Low the dauntleſs Earl is laid, 
Gord with many a gaping wound z _ 
Fate demands a'nobler head; | 


Soon a King ſhall bite the ground. + 


Loog bis loſs ſhall Eirh weep, 
Ne'er again his likeriefs ſee ; © 

Long her ſtrains in ſorrow ſteep, ' 
Strains of Immortality R. 


: Horror covers all the heat, 
Clouds of carnage blot the fun. 
Siſters weave the web of death ; ' 


Siſters, ceaſe, the work is done. 


- 


A 


Hail the taſk, and hail the hands ! 
Songs of joy and triumph, fing ! 

Joy to the viRorious bands; 
Triumph to the younger King. 


Mortal, thou that hear'ſt the tale, 
Learn the tenour of our Song. 
Scotland, thro' each winding vale 
Far and wide the notes prolong. 


Siſters, hence with ſpurs of ſpeed : 
Each her thundering faulchion wield ; 

Each beſtride her ſable ſteed, | 
Hurry, hurry to the field. # 
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DESCENT OF ODIN. 
An GDB - 
(From the NonenTouern) 


BaxTHOLINUS, de cauſis contemnendæ mortis 


Harniz, 1689, 2 


1 6 
Urxzis Ooiny ALLDA GAUTR, &. 
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DESCENT OF ODIN. 


AN OD. A 1 5:8 
. / | a | 
U PROSE the king of e with en. 1 
And ſaddled ſtrait his coal-black ſteed ; _. 
Down the yawning ſteep he rode, 


* 


That leads to“ H LA's drear abode. ' 
Him 
* 'P . 1 


_ * Niflheimr, the hell of the Gothic nations, con- 
ted of nine worlds, to which were devoted all fuck 
as died of fickneſs;" old age, or by any other means 
than in battle: Over it preſided HeLa, the Goddeſs 
of Death, 
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Him the Dog of Darkneſs ſpy'd, 

His ſhaggy throat he open'd wide, 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diſtill'd : 

Hoarſe he bays with hideous din, 

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin ; 
And long purſues, with fruitleſs yell, 
The Father of the powerful ſpell. 

" Onward fill his way he takes, 

(The groaning earth beneath him ſhakes) *' 
Till full before his fearleſs eyes : 
The portals nine of hefl ariſe, 


Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 
By the moſs-grown pile he fate; 
Where long of yore to ſleep was laid 
The duſt of the prophetic Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime, 


Thrice he trac'd the Runic rhyme ; 


Thrice 


/ 
AN ODE. > 
Thrice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verſe that wakes the Dead 1 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath'd a ſullen ſound. . * 


Px. What call unknown, what charms preſume 
To break the quiet of the tomb? | | 
Who thus afflits my troubled ſprite, 

And drags me from the realms of night ? 
Long on theſe mould'ring bones have beat 
The winter's ſnow, the ſummer's heat, 


The drenching dews, and driving rain ! 


Let me, let me ſleep again. 
Who is he, with voice unbleſt, 
That calls me from the bed of reſt ? 


' wy Traveller, to thee unknown, 


Is he that calls, a Warriour's Son. 
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Thou the deeds of light ſhalt know; 


Tell me what is done below,, 


For whom yon glittcing board is ſpread, 


| Dreſt for whom yon golden bed ? 


PR. Mantling in the goblet ſee | 
The pure bey'rage of the bee, | 

O'er it hangs the ſhield of gold; 
Lis the drink of Balder bold: 
Balder's head to death i is giv'n. 


Unwilling I my lips uncloſe : 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


O. Once again my call Ger. 
Propheteſs, ariſe, and ay, 
What dangers Odin's Child await, 
Who the Author of his fate? 


Pain can reach the Sema of Heav'n 1 


N 


IAN ODE. 


Pa. In Hoder's hand the Heroes doom : 
His Brother ſends him to the tomb. 
Now my weary lips I cloſe : 


Leave me, leave me to repoſe, 


; 
O. Propheteſs, my ſpell obey, . 
Once again ariſe, and fay, 
Who th' Avenger of his guilt, 
By whom ſhall Hoder's blood be ſpilt. 


PR. In the caverns of the weſt, 
By Odin's fierce embrace compreſt, 
A wondrous Boy ſhall Rinda bear, 
Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven-hair. 
Nor waſh his viſage in the rm. 
Nor ſee the ſun's departing beam; 
Till he on Hoder's corſe ſhall ſmile, 


— 


Flaming on the fun'ral pile. 


| SHOP. No | 
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Now my weary lips I cloſe : 


Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


O. Yet a while my call obey, 
Propheteſs, awake, and ſay, 


What Virgins theſe, in ſpeechleſs woe, | 
That hend to earth their ſolemn brow, 
That their flaxen treſſes tear, | '$ * Up 
And ſnowy veils, that float in air, 
[ Tell me, whence their ſorrows roſe ; 


Then I leave thee to repoſe. 


PR. Ha! no Traveller art thou, 
King of Men, I know thee now, 


Mightieſt of a mighty line — 


O. No boding Maid of ſkill divine 


Art thou, nor Propheteſs of good! 
But Mother of the giant-brood ! 
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Px. Hie thee hence, and boaſt at home, 
That never ſhall Enquirer come | 


To break my iron-ſleep again: 

Till * Zok has burſt his tenfold chain. 
Never, till ſubſtantial Night 

Has reaſſum'd her ancient right; 

Till wrapp'd in flames, in ruin huil'd, 
Sinks the fabrick of the world. 


THE 


— — — 


® Lok is the evil Being, who continues in chains 
till the Twilight of the Gods approaches, when ne 
ſhall break his. bonds; the human race, the ſtars, and 
ſun, ſhall diſappear ; the earth fink in the ſeas, and 
fire conſume the ſkies : even Odin himſelf and his 
kindred deities ſhall periſh For a farther explanation 
of this mythology, ſee Mallet's Introduction to the Hi, 
tory of Denmark, 1755, Quarto, 
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THE 


TRIUMPHS OF OWEN, 


A FRAGMENT, 


FROM 


Mr. Evans Specimens of the Welch Poetry; 


London, 1764, Quarto. 
| e 
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ERRRRLGRIRRBR 
Owzhk ſucceeded his Father GRITTIx in 


the Pzxincieatity of North-Wales, 
A. D. 1120. This battle was fought 


near forty Years afterwards, 


. 
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THE 
TRIUMPH3 OF. OWEN, 
A FRAGCMEN T, 

r e nana CCS nr 

() WEN' praiſe demands my dong. 
Owen ſwift, and Owe x ſtrong ; 
Faireſt flower of Roderick's ſtem, | ] 
* Gwyneth's ſhield, and Britain's gem, 
He nor heaps his brooded ſtores, 
Nor on all profuſely pours 3 
Lord of every regal art, 
Liberal hand, and open heart. 
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Big with hoſts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againſt him came; 
This the force of Eirin hiding, 

Side by fide as proudly riding, 

On her ſhadow, long and gay, 

* Lochlin plows the wat'ry way; 
There the Norman fails afar, 

Catch the winds, and join the war: 
Black and huge along they ſweep, 
Burthens of the angry deep. 


Dauntleſs on his native ſands 
3 The Dragon-Son of Mona ſtands z 
In glitt'ring arms and glory dreſt, 
High he rears his ruby creſt. 
There the thund'ring ſtrokes begin, 


There the preſs, and there the din; 925 


1 


Talymalſra's 


— — 


® Denmark. : 


} The red Dragon is the device of Cadwallader, 
whack all his deſcendants bore on their banners. 


Tal! 
Echi 
Wh 
Thc 
Wh 
Haſ 
Mat 
Fea 


The 
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A FRAGMENT. 


Talymalfra's rocky ſhore 

Echoing to the battle's roar, 
Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
Thouſand Banners round him burn. 
Where he points his purple ſpear, 
Haſty, haſty Rout is there, 
Marking with indignant eye 

Fear to ſtop, and ſhame to fly. 
There Confuſion, Ferror's child, 
Conflict fierce, and Ruin wild, 
Agony, that pants for breath, 
Deſpair and honourable Death. 


* * * * 
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ARMEN ELEGIACUM. 


| I 
A UDISTIN! quam 
agros, 

Erato occiduam nuntiat ore diem. 
\rmenta impellunt crebris mugitibus auras, 
Laſſatuſque domum ruſticus urget iter. 
plus ego in tenebris moror, & veſtigia ſolus 
Compono tacita nocte, vacoque mihi. 


lenta ſonans campana per 


2. 

mnia palleſcunt jam decedentia viſu, 

Et terra & cœlum, qua patet, omne ſilet. 
uncta ſilent, niſi muſca ſuam ſub veſpere ſero 
Rauciſonans pigram qua rotat orbe ſugam ; 
uncta ſilent, niſi qua faciles campanula ſomnos 
Allicit, & lento murmure mulcet oves. 


Quàque 
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LE 58 
Quaque hedera antiquas foci complectitur umbri 
Turres feralis lugubre cantat avis ; 
Et ftrepit ad lunam, fi quis ſub nocte vagetur 
Imperium violans, Cynthia Diva, tuum. 


Has propter veteres ulmos, taxique ſub umbra 
Qua putris multo ceſpite turget humus, 

| Dormit, in æternum dormit gens priſca colondm, 

Quiſque ſua anguſtà conditus uſque domo. 


5. 
Hos nec mane novum, Zephyrique fragrantior aut 
Nec gallus vigili qui vocat ore diem, 
Nec circumvolitans quæ ſtridula garrit hirundo 
Sttamineumque alta ſub trabe figit opus, 
Undique nec cornu vox ingeminata ſonantis 
ZEterno elicient hos, repetentque toro. 


6. 
Ampliùs his nunquam conjux bene fida marito 
Ingeret ardenti grandia ligna foco ; 
Nec reditum expeQans domini ſub veſpere ſero 
Excoquet agreſtes officioſa dapes; 
Nec curret raptim genitoris ad ofcula proles, 


Nec reducem agnoſcent æmula turba patrem. 
| . 


Pm 
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7. 
Quam ſæpe Hi raſtris glebam fregere feracem! 
Szpe horum cecidit falſa reſeQa ſeges. 
Quam læti egerunt ſtridentia plauſtra per agros, 
Et ſtimulis tarCos increpuere boves 
Horum ſylva vetus quam .concidit idta hipenni, 
Quaque ruit late vi tremefecit humum ! 


; 91 23 
Ne tamen Ambitio riſu male læta maligno 
Sortemve, aut luſus, aut rude temnat opus! 
Nec fronte excipiat ventoſa Superbia tory 
Pauperis annales, hiſtoriaſque breves. 


9. 
Et generis jactatus honos, dominatio regum, 
Quicquid opes, quicquid forma dedere boni, 
Supremam ſimul hanc expectant omnia noQem : 
Scilicet ad lethum ducit honoris iter. 


10. 
Nolite hos humiles culpæ inſimulare, Superbi 
Quod domini oſtendant nulla trophæa decus, 
0 Qui canit amiſſum longo ordine turba patronum, 
Claroſque ingeminant clauſtra proſunda ſonos. 


as 
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11. 
An vanis inſcripta notis anguſtior urna 
Phidiacumve loquens nobile marmor opus, 
An re vocent animam fatali a ſede fugacem ? 
Detque iterum vita poſſe priore frui ? 
Poſſit adulantum ſermo penetrare ſepulchrum ? 
Evocet aut manes laus et mantis honor? 


12, 

Forſan in hoc, olim divino ſemine pregnans. 
Ingenii, hoc aliquis ceſpite dormit adhuc. 
Neglecto hoc forſan jaceat ſub ceſpite, ſceptra 

Cujus tractarint imperioſa manus. 
Vel quales ipſo forſan vel Apolline dignæ 
Pulſarint docto pollice fila lyræ. 


13. 

Doctrinæ horum oculis antiqua volumina priſca 
Nunquam divitias explicuere fuas. 

 Horum autem ingenium torpeſcere fecit egeſtas 


** et anguſtæ ſors inimica domi. 


14. 
Multa ſub oceano pellucida gemma lateſcit, 
Et rudis ignotum fert et inane decus. 
Plurima negleQos fragrans roſa pandit odores, 
Ponit et occiduo pendula ſole caput. | 
Amulus 


us 
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. 3. 
Amulus Hampdeni hic aliquis requieſcat agreftis 
Quem patriæ indignans exſtimula vit amor ; 


Auſus hic exiguo eſt ville oppugnare nee — 
Aſſerere et forti jura paterna manu. 


Aut mutus forſan, fatoque inglorius, alter 
Hac vel Miltono par requieſcat humo. | 
Dormiat aut aliquis Cromuelli hic æmulus audax 
Qui patriam poterit vel jugulaſſe ſuam, - 
| 16. 
Lloquio arrectum prompto mulcere ſenatum, 
Exilii immoto pectore ferre minas, 
Divitias largà in patriam diffundere dextra, 
Hiſtoriam ex populi colligere ore ſuam. 


17. 


Illorum vetuit ſors improba,—nec tamen arcto 
Tantum ad virtutem limite clauſit iter, 

erum etiam & vitia ulterius tranſire vetabat, 

Nec dedit his magnum poſſe patrare ſcelus. 

los vetuit temere per ſtragem in vadere regnum, 
Excipere et ſurda ſupplicis aure preces. 


Sentire 
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18, 
Sentire ingenuum nec dedidicere ruborem, De 
Conſcia ſyffuſus quo notat ora pudor. - | 
Luxuria hi nunquam ſeſe immerſere ſuperb, © Fle 
Nec muſæ his laudes proſtituere ſuas. [ 
| Qui 
19. \ 


At placide illorum, procul a certamine turba 
Spectabant propriam ſobria vota domum z 
Quiſque ſibi vivens, et ſponte inglorius exul, 


Dum tacito elabens vita tenore fluit. * 
20. | Et 

Hæc tamen a damno qui ſervet tutius oſſa, 
En tumulus fragilem przbet amicus opem ! Huic 
Et vera agreſti eliciunt ſuſpiria corde CL 
Incultz effigies, indocileſque modi. : Vids 
21. Ve 
| 4 Ad re 
. Atque locum ſupplent elegorum nomen et anni Sus 
Quæ ſorma inſcribit ruſtica Muſa rudi: | 

Multa etiam ſacri diffundit commata textus 

Queis meditans diſcat vulgus ugreſte mori. * 
; u 
22. , Straty 
Heu, quis enim dubii hic dulcique excedere vita Eut 


Juſſus, et æternas jam ſubiturus aquas, 
Deſcendit nigram ad noQem, cupiduſque ſupremo 
Non ſaltem occiduam reſpicit ore diem? 


Decede 
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23. 
Decedens alicui ſaltem mens fidit amico 
In cujus blando pectore ponit opem, 

Fletum aliquem expoſcunt | jam deficientia morte 
Lumina, amlcorum qui riget imbre genas. - 

Quin etiam ex tumulo, veteris non inſcia flammæ, 
Natura exclamat fida, me. norque ſui. 


24. 
At tibi, qui tenui hoc deducis carmine, ſortem, 
Et defunctorum ruſtica fata gemis, 
Huc olim intentus ſi quis veſtigia flectat 
Et fuerit qualis ſors tua forte roget. 


25. 
Huic aliquis forſan ſenior reſpondeat ultro, 
Cui niveis albent tempora ſparſa comis, 
Vidimus hunc quam ſæpe micantes roribus herbas 
Verrentem rapido, mane rubente, gradu. 
Ad roſeum ſolis properabat ſæpius ortum, 
Summaque tendebat per juga lætus iter. 
| 26. 


Sæpe ſub hac fago, radices undique circum 
Quz variè antiquas implicat alta ſuas, 
Stratus humi meditans medio procumberet æſtu, 
vita Luſtraretque inhians flebile murmur aquæ. 


Sæpius 
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27. I | 
Szpius hac ſylvam propter, virideſque receſſus 
Urgeret meditans plurima, lentus iter, 
Intentam hie multi obleQaret imagine mentem, 
Muſarumque frequens ſollicitaret opem, 
Jam veluti demens, tacitis errarit in agris, 
Aut cujus ſtimulat corda repulſus amor. 


28. 


Mane aderat nuper, tamen hunc nec viderat arbos, 
Nec juga, nec ſaliens fons, tacitumve nemus ; 
Altera lux oritur ; nec apertũ hic valle videtur, 
Nec tamen ad fagum, nec prope fontis aquam. 


29. | 
Tertia ſucceſſit—lentoque exangue cadaver 
Ecce ſepulcrali eſt pompa ſecuta gradu. 


Tu lege, (namque potes) cælatum in marmore carme 
Quod juxta has vepres exhibet iſte lapis. 


EPITAPHIUM. 


30. 


Ul nunquam favit fama aut fortuna ſecund: 
Congeſto hoc juvenem ceſpite ſervat hum 
Huic tamen arriſit jucunda Scientia vultu, 
Selegitque, habitans pectora, Cura ſibi. 


CARMEN ELEGIAC UM. 


31. 
rgus opum fuit, et ſincero pectore fretus, 
Accepit pretium par, tribuente Deo. 


ndoluit miſerans inopi, lacrymaſque proſudit. 
Scilicet id, miſeris quod daret, omne fuit. 


cœlo interea fidum acquiſivit amicum, 


Scilicet id, cuperet quod magis, omne fuit. 


32. 
e merita ulterius defuncti exquirere pergas, 
Nec vitia ex ſacrũ ſede referre petas. 
'traque ibi trepidà pariter ſpe condita reſtant, 
In gremio Patris ſcilicet atque Dei. 


125 


Mοοοοοοοοοοοοοοοοοοο | © 


ELEGIA, IE 
| SCRIPTA IN 
COEMETERIO RUSTICO 


LATINE REDDITA. 


IN 


* EA IN 


E LR 4 


Country-Church-Yard, 


eee e . G cg 
* a 


eee e 


AD 


FP 0 2 7 AM. 


08 quoque ber tumulos, et amica Silentia dulcis, 
Raptat Amor ; Tecum liceat, Divine Poeta, 
Tre fimul, tacit que lyram pulſare ſub umbrã. 


4, 


Non tua ſecuros faſtidit Muſa Penates, 

Non humilet habitare caſas, et ſordida Rura : 
Hotel radere iter liguidum fuper ardua Cæli 
Cærula, Pindaricd non expalleſceret Ald, 
Quod A Te Lais numeros audire Canas 
Non piget, et noftro vacat indulgere labors 
Forts erit, ut vitreat recubans Anienis ad undas, 
Te doceat reſonare nemus, Te flumina, Paſtor, 
Et tua cæruleã diſcet Tiberinus in undã 
Carmina, cùm tumulos preterlabetur agreſtes. 


4 POETAM. 23 

Fe cum pallentes inter numeraberis Umbras, 

Cum neque Te vocals melos, neque murmura fontis 

Coftalii, cithareve ſonus, quam ftrinxit Apollo. 

Ex humili ulterius goterint revocare cubili, ; 

Quamors nulla tuum decorent Infgnia Buſtum, 

4 At pia Muſa fuer, noftre nhl indiga Laudis, 
Perpetus aget excubias, lacrymique perenni © 
Nutrict ambrofios i in odoro Ceſpite flores, 
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A UDIN' ut occiduz ſignum campana diei 
Veſpertina ſonet ! flectunt ſe tarda per agros 


Mugituſque armenta cient, veſtigia arator 


Feſſa domum trahit, et ſolus ſub nocte relinquor. 


Nunc 
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HE Curfew tolls“ the knell of parting day, 

The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman hemeward plods his weary r. | 128 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. | 4 


Now 


* —— ſquilla di lontano, \ 


Che paia I giorno pianger, che fi muore. 
Dante, P urgat, . 8. 
G\2 
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'Nunc rerum ſpecies evanida cedit, et omnis 
| . 
Aura filet, niſi quà pigro ſcarabæus in orbes 


Murmure ſe vol vat, niſi tintinnabula longs 


Dent ſonitum, faciles pecori ſuadentia ſomnos; 
3. 


Aut niſi ſola ſedens hederoſo in culmine turris 
Ad Lunam effundat lugubres noQua cantus, 
Viſa queri, propter ſecretos foriè receſſus 

7 


Si quis eat, turbetque antiqua et inhoſpita regna. 


4. 


Hic ſubterque rudes ulmos, raxique ſub umbr 
Qua ſuper ingeſtus crebro tumet aggere ceſpes, 


ÆEternum poſutre anguſto in carcere duri 


Villarum Patres, et longa oblivia ducunt. 


. Non 


Nos 


EL $33 
4. \ 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the ſight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 


Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds ; 


J. 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r 
The mopeing owl does to the Moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bow, 


Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 


4. 
Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 


Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 


The rude Forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 
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5. 
Non vox Auroræ croceos ſpirantis odores, 
Non quæ ſtramineo de togmine ſtridit hirundo, 
Non galli tuba clara, neque hos reſonabile cornu, a 


Ex humili ulterids poterunt revocare cubili. 


6. 
Non illis ſplendente foco renovabitur ignis, p 
Sedula nec curas urgebit veſpere conjux; 
Non patris ad reditum tenero balbutiet org N 
Oertatimve amplexa genu petet oſcula proles, 


5 

Illis ſæpe ſeges maturi ceſſit ariſtä, O 
Illi ſæpe graves fregerunt vomere glebas ; 

Ah! quoties læti ſub plauſtra egere juvencos ! He 


Ah!] quoties duro nemora ingemuere ſub ictu! 


Nec 
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5. 
The breezy call of incenſe- breathing Morn, 
The ſwallow twitt' ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


6. 
For them no more the blazing hearth ſhalt burn, 
Or buſy houſewife, ply her evening care: 
No children run to lifp their fires return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 


7. 
Ost did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke ! 


G4 | Let 
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M 
Nec vitam utilibus quz incumbit provida curis, 
Nec ſortem ignotam, ſecuraque gaudia ruris 
Rideat Ambitio, tumidove Superbia faſtu | 
Annales inopum quoſcunque audire recuſet. | 
9. 
Sceptri grande decus, generoſæ ſtirpis honores, 


Quicquid opes, aut forma dedit, commune fepul- 
chrum 


Opprimit, et leti non evitabilis hora. 
Ducit laudis iter tantum ad confinia mortis. 


| 10. . 
Parcite fic tellure ſitis (ita fata volebant) 


Si nulla in Memori ſurgant Inſignia Buſto, 
Qua longos per templi aditus, laqueataque teRa 
Divinas iterare ſolent gravia organa laudes. 


7 


| 11. 
Inſcriptæne valent urnæ, ſpirantiaque æra, 


Ad ſedes fugientem animam revocare relictas? 
Dicite, ſollicitet cineres fi fama repoſtos ? 


Gloria fi gelidas Fatorum mulceat Aures ? 
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8. 
Let not Ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure : 
Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor, 


8 
The hoaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 


And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 


Awaits alike th' inevitable hour. : 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


10, | 
Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Theſe the fault, 


If Mem'ry o'er their Tomb no Trophies raiſe, 
Where thro' the long-drawn iſle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


11. 
Can ſtoried urn or animated buſt 


Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear of Death? 


G 5 | Perhaps 
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12. 

Quis ſcit, an hic animus negleR in ſede quieſcat 
Qui prius incaluit cœleſtis ſemine flammz? 
Quisſcit, an hie ſceptri manus haud indigna recumbat, 
Quæve lyræ poterat inſpiraſſe furorem ? 

555 

Annales ſed nulla ſucs His Muſa recluſit, 
Dives opum variarum, et longo fertilis A 5 
Pauperies anguſta ſacra compeſcuit ignes, 
Et vivos animi glacia vit ſrigore curſus. 


14. 
Szpe coruſcantes puro fulgore ſub antris 


Abdidit Oceanus, cæcoque in gurgite gemmas; 
Neglectus ſæpe, in ſolis qui naſcitur agris, 
Flos rubet, inque auras fruftra diſpertit odorem. 


15. | 
Hic.aliquis forte Hampdenus, qui. pectore firmo 


Obſtitit Imperio parvi in ſua rura Tyranni, 
. Miltonus tumulo rudis atque inglorius illo 
Doumiat „aut patrii Cromvellus ſanguinis inſons. 


Eloquio 


C 


Fi 
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12. 
Perhaps in this negleQed ſpot is laid FR 
Some heart once pregnaat with celeſtial fire * 3 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 
Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre. 


13. . 
But Knowledge to their — her ample pag 
Rich with the ſpoils of time did ne er unroll; 
Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 


I 4. 
Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 


The dark unfathom'd caves of Ocean bear : 
Full many a flow'r is born to bluſly unſeen, 


And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air, 


15. 1 
Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 


The little Tyrant of his fields withſtoodd 1 


Some mute inglorious Milton here may roſt, 12 


Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Th' 


2200 


Eloquio attenti moderarier ora ſenatfis, 
Exitium ſzvique minas ridere doloris, 
Per patriam largos fortunz divitis imbres 


Spargere, et in læto populi ſe agnoſcere vultu, 


17. 
Hos ſua ſors yetuit ; tenuique in limite clauſit 
Virtutes, ſceleriſque ſimu} compeſcuit ortum ; 
Ad ſolium curſus per czdem urgere cruentos, 


Atque tuas vetuit, Clementia, claudere portas, 


Conatus premere occultos, quos conſcia Veri 
Mens fovet, ingenuique extinguere ſigna pudoris, 
Luxuriæque focos cumulare, Ademque ſuperbam 


Thure, quod in ſacris Muſarum adoleverat aris. 
Infanz 


Th' applauſe of liſt'ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 
And read their hiſt'ry in a nation's eyes, 
17. 
Their lot forbad : nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; | 


Forbad to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of Mercy on mankind ; 


18. | | 
The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious Truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, _ 
Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. oi 
* | | Far 
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19. 


Inſanæ procul amotis certamine turbæ 


Sobria non illis dedicerunt vota vagari ; 


* 


Securum vitæ per iter, vallemque reduQam, 


Servabant placidum, curſu fallente, tenorem. 


20, 


His tamen incautus tumulis ne forte viator 


Inſultet, videas circum monimenta caduca, 


Qua numeris incompoſitis, rudibuſque figuris 


Oſſa tegit Japis, et ſuſpiria poſcit euntem. 


21. 


r 


Pro neſts etegis, culto pro carmine, ſcribit 


Quicquid muſa poteſt incondita, et nomen et annos; 


Multaque queis animum moriens ſolatur agreſtis, 


Dogmata diſpergit ſacrai Scripturai. 


Sollicitz 


Their 
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19. 


Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray ; 

Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life | 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


20. 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, | 

With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck'd, 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. 


21. 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter'd muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply : 

And many a holy Text around ſhe ſtrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die, 
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22. 


Sollicitæ quis enim, quis amatæ dulcia Vitæ 
Tædia, ſuſtinuit mutare ſilentibus umbris; | 
Deſeruitve almæ confinia læta diei, 


Nec deſiderio cunctantia lumina\flexit ? 


23. 
Projicit in gremium ſeſe moriturus amicum, 
Deficienſque oculus lachrymas, pia munera, poſcit; 
Quinetiam fida ex ipſo Natura ſepulchro 


Exclamat, ſolitoque relucent igne favillz. 


At 
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22. 
For who to dumb Forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This * anxious Being e er reſign'd, 1 


Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, 
Nor caſt one longing, ling' ring look behind? 


23. 
On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
t; Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cties, 
* Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires, | 


For * 


At 


Ch'i veggio nel penſier, dolce mio fuoco, 
Fredda una lingua, & due begli occhi chiuſi 
Rimaner doppo noi pien di faville. 


| 
Petrarch, Son. 169. | 
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24. 
At te, cui curæ tumulo ſine honore jacentes, F 
Incomptoque memor qui pingis agreſtia verſu ; 
Si quis erit, tua qui cognato pectore quondam If 


Fata roget, ſola ſecum meditatus in umbri, 


25, 


Forts aliquis memoret, canus jam tempora Paſtor, 
Illum ſæpe novo ſub lucis vidimus ortu K. 
** Verrentem propero matutinos pede rores, 

** Naſcenti ſuper arva jugoſa occurrere Soli. 
26. 

i Illic antiquas ubi torquet devia fagus 
* Radices per humum, patulo ſub tegmine, laſſus 
“ Solibus zſtivis, ſe effundere ſepe ſolebat, | 
Lumina fixa tenens, rivumque notare loquacem. 
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24. 
For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd dead, 1 


Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
dome kindred Bpirit ſhall inquire thy fate, 


25. 


„ . Heply ſome hoary-headed Swain may fay, 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
* Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 
„To meet the Sun upon the upland lawn. 


26, 
” There at the foot of yoader nodding beech 
; That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, ; 
His litleſs length at noontide would be ſtreteh, 
. Apd pore upon the brook that babbles by. 
epe | F Hard 
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| 27. 
n Szpe iſtam aſſuetus prope ſylyam errare, ſa 
perbum 
Ridens neſcio quid; nunc multa abnormia volvens, 
Aut deſperanti ſimilis nunc pallidus ibat, 


** Ut curã inſanus, miſerove agitatus amore. 
— 


Mane erat; et ſolito non illum in colle videbam, 
Non illum in campo, not nec in arboris umbri : 


* Jamque nova eſt exorta dies; neque flumina 
"propter, - 
Nec propter ſylvam, aut arvis erat ille jugoſis. 


29. 


* Adveniente alia, portatum hunc ordine mœſto 
“ Vidimus, et triſtes qua ſemita ducit ad Ædem 
Rite ire exequias; ades huc, et perlege carmen 


* (Nam potes) inſcriptum lapidi ſub vepre vetuſtã. 
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27. 
i Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 
„ Mutrring his wayward fancies he would tore, 
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or craz d with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


* 


28. 
« One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
„ Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree; 
Another came; 5 yet beſide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he 1 
. 29. 
The next with dirges due, in ſad array, 


** Slow thro' the Church-way path we ſaw him 
borne. F | 


Approach and read (for thou can'ſt read) the lay, 
** Gray'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn. 
THE 
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EPITAPHI UM. 


30. 


E N= C fame, neque notus, hic quieſcit, 


Fortune Juvenis, ſuper ſilenti 
Telluris gremio caput reponens. 
Non Cunas humiles, Laremque parugn: - 
Contempfit pia Muſa ; flebilifque 
Juſſit Melpomene ſuum vocari. 
| 31. 
¶Huic largum fuit, integrumque pettus, 
Et largum tulit a Deo favorem : 
Solum quod potuit dare, indigenti 
Indulſit lacrymam : Deuſque Amicum, 
Quod ſolum petit, dedit roganti. 
: 32, 
DT irtutes fuge curioſus ultra 
Scrutari ; fuge ſedibus tremendis 


Culpas eruere, in Patris Deique — 


Illic mente ſacrã femul .repoſte 


Inter ſpemgue metumque conquieſcunt, - 


© Az 
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30. | 
FJERE refts his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown ? 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own, 
31. 
Large was his bounty, and his ſoul fincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend : 
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear, 
He gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wiſh'd) a friend. 
32. 
No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, eyes 
Or draw his fraulties from their dread abode, 1 
Hire they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The boſom of his Father and hus God. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The following Tranſlation into Italian is 
the production of an ingenious Gen- 
tleman and great admirer of Engliſh 
Literature, in the ſtudy of which he 
has made a very conſiderable progreſs, 
the Signor ABBATE CRoccni of Sienna 
in Tuſcany, — A perſon who lately tra- 
velled through that country, and, at his 
earneſt requeſt, obtained a copy of it 
from the Author, eſteems himſelf happy 
, In an opportunity of teſtifyjng his grate- 
ful remembrance of the pleaſure, which, 
during his refidence at Sienna, he en- 
Joyed in the ſociety and friendſhip of 
Signor Croccn1, and hopes it may on 
this occaſion prove no unacceptable pre- 
ſent to the Public, or unpleaſing addition 
to the Editor's plan of collecting the belt 
Tranſlations of this admired Poem. 


PAK bb Ur 


L Bronzo veſpertin con flebil rombo 

Gia „ode tintinnir ; dal firmamento 

Sparito il di, cade la notie a piombo. 
Sciolto dal giogo il bue con paſſo lento 


Va mugghiando pel campo, e Paratore 


, A caſa ciondolon ſen' riede a ſtento, 

p E al bujo, e a me ne laſcia il mondo; e fuore | 
n Spariſce il verde ſuol ; ſull' aria reſta 

* Cupo ſilenzio in tenebroſo orrore, 

a Se non la dove il Calabrone infeſta 


Colle ali ſue ronzanti, e al ſonno invita 
De” campanacci il ſuon per la foreſta ; 4p 
H 2 Se 
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Se non là dove d' Ellera veſtita 
8˙ alza la torre, e ſtupida Civetta 
Colla luna ſi duol, ſe la romita 


Sua caſa nel paſſar qualcuno infetta. 


Sott' olmi ſcabri, e all' ombra di quei taſſi 


Dove la terra ſquallida, e negletta 
In mucchj fi ſolleva e dove faſli 
Polve a tocco leggier, ruſtica gente 
D'anguſta ſoſſa in ſen ſe polta ſtaſſi. 
Non l'aura del matin, che dolcemente 
Spira, non rondinella, che in ſuo tetto 
Inteſſutto di hen canta dolente ; 
Non del Corno il romor, che dirimpetio 
Echeggia, e non del Gallo acuto canto 
Riſveggliar la potra dal cupo letto. 
Arder per lei più non vedraſſi intants 
Lacceſo focolar, ne la Cafiera 


La cena preparare a quello accanto, 


2 
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Iſiglj pid non anderanno in ſchiera 
Bulle ginocchia al genitor rampone 
Per divider fra loro i baci a ſera. A 


Sotto Padunca falce, in ſua ſtagione 


Cadde la meſſe, e o! che con lieto cuore 

Traſſero al campo i buoi da ſua magione 
Per rompere le zolle l 0! quale ardore 

Moſtrarono in tagliar le annoſe piante, 

Che a' colpi non reggea natio rigore !. 
Qui non fi faccia ambizione avanti 

Di queſti a diſprezzar Putil lavoro, 
lor rome gioje, e lor deſtin mancante ; 


Ne quei che ſon ricchi d argento e doro 


De' poveri la pura, e breve iſtoria 
Con ſorriſo inuman credan diſdoro *; 
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Alla tomba ſoltanto della gloria 
Conducono le vie; la pompa, i faſti 
E potenza e beltd vanno in baldoria : 
L tu, che il tron ſulla ſuperbia alzaſti, 
Non imputar de' 1 ad errore 
Se monumento alcun non ritrovaſti 
Sulla lor tomba, dove pil ſonore 
In lungo e dritto andron Fadorna volta 
Fa riſuonar le laudi al gran fattore. 
Forſe un buſto ſpirante, e un' urna ſcolta 
può richiamare indietro al ſuo ſoggiorno 
| Il fato fuggitivo un' altra volta? 
Può dell' onor la voce in ſtile adorno | 
Tacita polve riſvegliare, o puote 
La morte intenerir, che ous attorno ? 


Chi ſa che in queſte oſeure ſoſſe ignote 


Non sa ſepolto un cuor di ſiamme pregno, 


Diſceſe in lui dalle celeſte ruote; 


Che 
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Che braccin qui non ſia di ſcettro degno 
Per governare imperj, o per mandare 
Della Cetera il ſuon d'eſtaſi al ſegno, 
Ma la ſcienza non mai volle ſpiegare | 
Agli occhi loro le feconde Carte 
Di cio che al tempo un di ſeppe involare 4 
Fredda miſeria ſenza ſpirto, ed arte 7 
II nobil foco lor tenne ſopito 
E“ alma irrigidi per ogni parte. 
O quante gemme di fulgor ſquiſito 
Nelle caverne ſon dell” oceano 
* U” penetrar non puoteſi dal lito ! 
Quanti fiori talor ſpuntar dal piano 
Per non effer veduti, e grato odore 
Dal deſerto terren ſpirano in vano ! 
1d 
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Qualche ruſtico Hampden, che con valore 
De' campi ſuoi al piccolo Tiranno 
Intrepido moſtrò fermezza, e cuore; 
Qualche muto Milton, qualche d' inganno 
Incapace Cromwell qui forſe poſa, 
Che mai non fece alla ſua patria danno. 
Vietò loro il deſtin aura pompoſa 
Dell' aſtante ſenato, e l' incuranza 
Di fortuna dolente, e rovinoſa, 
Sparger loro vietò dolce abbondanza 
Con larga man ſopra terren ridente, 
E divulgar le impreſe in lontananza: 
Ne circoſcriſſe la virtù naſcente, 
Ma riſtrinſe 1 delitti, e al tron le ſtrade 
Non volle che s appriſſer della, gente 
Per mezzo al ſangue con taglienti ſpade, 
Ne chiuſe volle di pier le porte 


Agli occhi delie miſere contrade ; 


Virtude 
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Virtude interna a lor toceata in ſorte 
Viets celare, e volle che moſtraſſe 
Un ingenuo pudor ciaſcun da forte; 
Che I idolo del luſſo non fi alzaſſe, 
E di ſuperbo incenſo, acceſo all fuoco 
Di luſinghiera Clio non mai fumaſſe. 


Ben lungi dalle riſſe, in cui per poco 
S'impegna il volgo inſan, le loro brame 
Non fur uſe a volar di loco in loco; Þ 

Lungo la fredda valle, ove lo ſtame | | 
Tracan di vita, il placido tenore 
Serbaron del ule lontan da trame. 

Pur a protegger da inſultante umore 
Anche queſte oſſa, un fragil monumento, 
Eretto quivi a ruſticale onore 

Solamente un ſoſpir per un momento 


Dal paſſeggier con rozze rime implora 


E con ſculture fabricate a ſtento. 
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Il nome loro, ed i lor anni ancora 
Scritti da volgar muſa in luogo inteſti 


Sono di fama, e d' elegla ſonora : 


Sparſi veggionſi attorno i ſagri teſti 
Che inſegnano a partir da queſta vita 
Della campagna agli abitanti oneſti; 
Poichè chi mai vi fu, che in far partita 
Laſciaſſe in preda al dente oblio 


Queſt' eſſer anſio che pur piace e invita ? 
Chi dal lieto confin di vita uſcio 


Senza fiſſare un guardo impaziente 
Nel tempo indietro, che di gia fpario ? 
L' alma che parte dal ſuo fral cadente 


Conta in tenero petto, e qualche ſtilla 

Richiede per pieta I occhio languente; 
Fin dal ſepolcro la natura ftrilla, 

E fin per entro all noſtro cener vive 


Del conſueto ardor qualche ſcintilla, 


— 
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In quanto a te, per man di cui fi ſcrixe 


Delle perſone in verſi incolti il fato 
Che reſtar ſenz onor di vita prive, 
Se di genio ſimil qua mai portato 
Da cupo meditar per accidente 
Fia 'l tuo deſtin da paſſeggier cercato, 
Forſe qualche Bifolco a lui preſente, 


Per lunga etade incanutito il erine, 


Dir gli potrà: Noi lo vedem ſovente 


Con frettoloſo piè ſcuoter le brine 
Allo ſpuntar della vermiglia Aurora 
Per incontrare il fol ſulle colline. 
Sdra jato al piè noi lo vedem talora 
Di quell* antico tremolante Faggio, 
Che laſsd capriccioſo intreccia fuora 
Del ſuol le ſue radici, e il caldo raggio 


Temprar, del rio vicin ful margo aſſiſo, 
Quando il ſole era a mezzo del viaggio; 
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Ora pel boſco con giocondo viſo 
S' udia vagando ſue bizarre fole 
Brontolar con iſcherno, e lieto riſo ; 
Or pallido e dolente, come ſucle 


Chi diſperato è dagli affanni oppreſſo, 


O d' un deluſo amor quel che fi duole. 
In van l' atteſi una mattina io ſteſſo 
Sulla collina, e lungo lo ſcopeto, 
E all' albero a lui grato ancora appreſſo; 
Vi giunſe un' altra in vece ſua; pel cheto 
Boſco ei non fi vedea, ne per la valle, 
Ne ſul colle, o al ruſcello conſueto ; 
II di ſeguente per I anguſto calle, 
Che guida al tempio, con lugubre ammanto 
Gli amici lo portar ſopra le ſpalle 
Con dolenti ſoſpir, con flebil canto. 
T' accoſta, e leggi ['inciſa canzone 
(Giacchè di legger tu puoi darti il. vanto) 


La nella pietra ſotto quel macchione. 
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BPITAFTF FLA 
UT in grembo della terra il capo po 


Un Giovan, la cut vita alla Fortuna, 


Ed alla Fama fu ſempre naſcoſa. 

La Scienza non ſdegn3 Þ umil ſua cuna, 

Per ſuo ſeguace la Malincoma 

Seg nollo in fronte con marca opportuna. 
Grande fu ſua bontade, in ſen nudria 

Sincero il cor, il Ciel non fu nemico 

Di premio uguale a tanta cortefia : 
Quanto di bene avea don) al mendico, 

Una lagrima ſola ; il Ciel corteſe © 

D'ogni ſuo voto il fin dielli, un amico, 
Sua virtà non cercar di far paleſe, 
Ne di trarre ti prenda altro deſio 
Sue colpe da quel luogo, u ſon compreſe ; 
Sepolte entrambe in un profondo oblio 
_ Ripoſan queſte in paventoſa ſpeme 

Nel ſeno del ſuo padre, e del ſuo Dio 
Finch: del mondo giungan le ore eftreme. 
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Altra Verſione del * mo Eerrarms, 
In diverſo Metro. 


A Fama ed a Fortuna affatto ignoto 
Un. Giovanne nel ſen di queſte Zolle 

Qu} poſa il capo a lui di baſſa flirpe 

La Scienza non moſtr> ſevero il cigho; 

Malinconia lo volle 

Contraſſegnar per ſiglio. 8 

Grande fu ſua bontd, Valma fincera ; 

Grande ugualmente f« la ngen, 

Che il Ciel dar fe compiacgue a virtù vera. 

Alla miſeria, che in altrui. ved | 


Una Lagrima dis, che ſolo avea : | 
Dal Ciel ottenne (ch* altro non bramava) © 


Un amico del Non ti curare 

Di pia ſaperne i merti, o di ſcavare 
Da terribil ſoggiorno 

Le fue fragilita : 

Ion ognuna fi fta 

Egualemente Tipoſando infieme 

In paventoſa ſpeme 

In ſempiterno obl:o 

Del Padre fuo nel ſeno, e ae fuo Dio, 
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Performed at the Inſtallation of 


His Grace Aueusrus HENRY Firz zor, 
Duxez of GRATTox. 
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Performed at the Inſtallation of 


His Grace AucusTus HENRY FiTzRovY, 
Duxz of GrArTON, 


A 1 RK. 
H CE, avaunt, (ii holy * 


Comus, and his midnight crew, 
* And Ignorance, with looks profound, 
And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, 
Mad Sedition's cry profane, 
* Servitude-that: hugs her, chain, 
Nor in theſe conſecrated Bowers 44 


Let painted Flattery hide her ſerpent train in 
flowers. | 
48 Nor 
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CH OTEUS 
« Nor Envy baſe, nor creeping Gain 


„ Dare the Muſe's walk to ſtain, A 
% While bright-ey'd Science watches 1 
Hence, away, tis holy ground 1 So 
RECITATIVE, Tag 
From yonder realms of empyrean dag . 0 
Burſts 20, th* indignant lay: | 1 
There fit the ſainted ſage, the Bard divine, Oft 
The Few, whom Genius gave to ſhine ne 


Through every unborn age, and undifcovered clime. « Wir 
Rapt in celeſtial tranſport they, (accomp.) 
Yet hither oft 4 glance from high bu! 
They ſend of tender ſympathy 
To bleſs the place, where on their opening fout | 
Firſt the genuine ardor ſtole, 250 
"Twas Milton truck the deep-toned ſhell, 
And, as the choral warblings roynd him ſwell, 
Meek 


But ha 
With f 
gh P 
And mi 


ne 


eck 


O D E. 171 


Meek Newton's ſelf bends from his ftate ſublime, 


And nods his hoary head, and liſtens to the rhyme. 


3. 
4 Ye brown o'er-arching groves, 
That Contemplation loves, 
Where willowy Camus lingers with delight E: 
Ot at the bluſh of dawn 
* I trod your level hes, | 
Oft woo'd the gleam of Cynthia flver-bright 
In cloiſters dim, far from the haunts of folly, . 


With Freedom by my fide. and ſoft-ey'd * 
choly. 


RECITATIVE. 
But hark ! the portals ſound, and pacing forth 
With ſolemn ſteps and. flow, 
gh Potentates ond! Dames of royal birth | 5 b 
Ard mitred Fachers in long order zo: 
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Great Edward * with the lilies on his brow; 


From haughty Gallia torn, 
And ſad Chatillon, Þ on her bridal morn 


That wept her bleeding love, and princely Clare , 


And Anjou's Heroine 5, and the paler Roſe I, 
The rival of her crown, and of her woes, 
And either Henry there, 


" The murther'd Saint T, and the majeſtic Lord 5 


That broke the bonds of Rome. 
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Edward II. gave the old Foundation PY Tri- 
nity College. 

+ Founded Pembroke- Hall. She married an Ear 
of Pembroke, who was killed in a tournament on hu 
wedding-day. 

t Founded Clare-Hall, Her father the Earl of 
Gloceſter married a daughter» of Edward J. 

Margaret Anjou, wife of Henry VI. fous 
dreſs of Queen's College. 

| Elizabeth Wodeville, wife of Edward IV. aug 
mented and 1 er the laſt mentioned college. 

T Henry VI. founder of King's College. 

$6 Henry VIII. enriched and enlarged "Trinity 
College, 


— 
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(Their tears, their little triumphs o'er, (accomp.) 


Their human paſſions now no more, 

dave Charity, that glows beyond the tomb) 
All that on Granta's fruitful plain 

Rich ftreams of regal bounty pour'd, 

And bade theſe awful fanes and turrets riſe, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feſtal morning come; 
And thus they ſpeak in ſoft accord 

The liquid language of the ſkies. 


QUARTETTYO. 
What is Grandeur, what is power ? 
* Heavier toil, ſuperior pain. 
* What the bright reward we gain? 
The grateful — the Good. 
Sweet is the breath of vernal ſhower, 
* The bees collected treaſures ſweet, 


* Sweet muſick's melting fall, but ſweeter yet 


* The ftill ſmall voice of Gratitude. 


_ ** Foremoſt 
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RE CITATIVE. 
Foremoſt and leaning from her golden cloud 
The venerable Margaret fee ! 
Welcome, my noble ſon, (he cries. aloud) 
* To this thy kindred train, and me : 
** Pleas'd in thy lineaments, we trace 
* A Tudor's fire“, a Beaufort's 1 grace. 
AIX. 
* Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye, 
* The flower unheeded ſhall deſcry, 
And bid it round heaven's altars ſhed 
„The fragrance of its bluſhing head: 
Shall raiſe from earth the latent gem 


To glitter on the diadem. 7 
Lo, 


Pg 
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+ - The bloods of the Stuarts and of the Tudor! 
were united by the marriage of a King of Scotland 
to a daughter of Henry VIT. | | 

+ The father of the laſt named King, married th: 
eaughter of Beaufort Duke of Somerſet. 
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RTCITATIVE. 


a Granta waits to lead her blooming band, 
Not obvious, not obtruſive, the e 
« No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe lu Were. 
Nor dares with courtly tongue  refin'd © 
profane thy ; Th royalty of mind : | 
* She reyeres herſelf and thee, 4 
« With modeſt pride to grace thy youthful trow of 
The laureate wreath that Cecil wore ſhe brings, | -H 
And to thy juſt, thy gentle hand | bo 
*© Submits the faſces of her ſway, ; | 
1 While ſpirits dien above, ang men below, | i 
** Join, W ware the loud ſymphonious — ll 8 | | 
lay. 4 | | 
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GRAND CHORUS. 
25 Thro' the wild waves as they roar, 
* With watchful eye and dauntleſs mien 
Thy ſteady courſe of honour how, 
Nor fear the rocks, nor ſeek the ſhore > 
The ſtar of Brunſwick ſmiles ſerene, 


And gilds the horrors of the deep.” 
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ADVERTISEMENT: 


Mr. Gxav left the following beautiful lyric 
fragment unfiniſhed at his deceaſe. The 


ſupplementary lines, diſtinguiſhed by 


Italic character, have been ſince added 
by the Rev. Mr. Maso. 
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Pleaſure ariſing from Viciſſitude. 


Ne W the err. Mora aloft 
Waves her dew-beſpanyled n | 
With vermil cheek, and 3 ſoſt 
She wooes the tardy Spring: 27745 

Till April ſtarts, and calls around 
The ſleeping fragrance from the ground 
And lightly o'er-the living ſcens 
Scatters his freſheſt, tendereſt green, 


New-born flocks, in 4 dance, 
Friſking ply their feeble feet ; * 
Forgetful of their wintry trance 
The birds his preſence greet : 
But chief the Sky-lark warbles bigh 
His trembling thrilling'extacy ; 
And leſſening from the dazzled fight, 
Melts into air and liquid light. . 


12 SIT | Riſe, 
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Riſe, my Soul! on wings of fire, 
Riſe the rapt'rous Choir among; 
Hark! 'tis Nature ftrikes the Lyre, 
And leads the general ſong : 
Warm let the lyric tranſport flow, 
Warm, as the ray that bids it glow ; 
And animates the vernal grove 
With health, with harmony and love. 


Yeſterday the ſullen year 


Saw the ſnowy whirlwind fly ; 
Mute was the muſic of the air, 


The herd ſtood drooping by-: 
Their raptures now that wildly flow, 
No yeſterday, nor morrow know; 
Tis Man alone that joy deſcries 
With forward, and reverted eyes. 


Smiles on paſt Misfortune's brow 
Soft RefleQtion's hand can trace; 
And o'er the cheek of Sorrow throw 
A melancholy grace 
While Hope prolongs our happier hour, 
Or deepeſt ſhades, that dimly lower — 
And blacken round our weary way, 


Gilds with a gleam of diftant day. : 
Still, 
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Still, where roſy Pleaſure leads, 

See a kindred Grief purſue ; 
Behind the ſteps that Miſery tteads 

Approaching Comfort view: 
The hues of bliſs more brightly glow, 


Chaſtis'd by ſabler tints of woe; 
And blended form, with artful ſtrife, 


The ſtrength and OY of _ 


See the Wretch, that long * toſt 
On the thorny bed of pain, 
At length repair his vigour loft, 
And breathe, and walk again: 
The meaneſt floweret of the vale, 


The ſimpleſt note that ſwells the gale, 


The common ſun, the air, the ſkies, 
To Him are opening Paradiſe. 


Humble Quiet builds her cell, 


Near the ſource whence Pleaſure flows ; 


She eyes the clear * cryſtalline well, 
And taſtes it as it goes. 
Nile far below the madding Croud 


Ruſh headlong to the dangerous flood, 
Where broad and turbulent it ſweeps, 
And periſh in the boundleſs deeps. 
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* So Milton accents the worde. 
On the cryſtalline ſky, in HER thron d. 
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Mark 
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Mark where Indolence, and Pride, 
Sooth'd by Flattery's tinkling ſound, 
Co, ſoftly rolling, fide by ſide, 
Their dull, but daily round : 
To theſe, if Hebe's ſelf ſhould bring 
The pureſt cup from Pleafure's ſpring, 
Say, can they taſte the flavour high 
Of ſober, femple, genuine Joy? 


Mark Ambition's march ſublime 
Up to Power's meridian height ; 
Whale pale-:y'd Envy fees him climb, 
And fickens at the fight. 
Phantoms of Danger, Death, and Dread, 
Float hourly round Ambition's head ; 
Whale Spleen, within his rival's breaſt, 
Sits brooding on her ſcorpion neſt. 


Happier he, the Peaſant, far, 
From the pangs of Paſſion free, 
That breathes the keen yet wholeſome air 
Of rugged Penury. 
He, when his morning taſk is done, 
Can flumber in the noontide fun ; 
| And hie him home, at evening's cloſe, 
| To ſweet repaſt, and calm repoſe. 
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He unconſcious whence the 12 
Feels and owns in carols rude, 
That all the circling joys are his 
Of dear Viciſitude. | 
From toil he wins his ſpirits light, 
From buſy day, the peaceful night ; 
Rich, from the very want of wealth, 
In Heav'n's beſt treaſures, Peace and Health. 


ODE 


ON THE 
DEATH OF HOEL. : 


Fon THe WZICRꝰ 


— FANNY 


FAD I but the torrents might, 
With headlong rage and wild affright 
Upon Deira's ſquadrons hutl'd, 
To ruſh, and ſweep them from the world ! | 
4 

Too, too ſecure in youthful pride 
By them my friend, my Hoel, died, 
Great Cian's Son: of Madoc old 


He aſk'd no heaps of hoarded gold; 
Alone 


* Of Aneurim, fliled the Monarch of the Bards. 
He flouriſhed about the time of Talteffin, A. D. 570. 
This Ode is extracted from the Gododin, and now 
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Alone in Nature's wealth array'd,” 
He aſk'd, and had the lovely Maid. 

To Cattraeth's vale in glittring row | 
Twice two hundred Warriots go 
Every Warriors manly neck 
Chains of regal honour deck, 
Wreath'd in many a golden link: 3 4 
From the golden cup they drink 
Nectar, that the bees produce, 


Or the grape's extatic juice. 
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Fluſh'd with mirth and hope they burn: 
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But none from Cattraeth's vale return, 
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Saye Afron brave, and Conan ftrong, 
(Burſting thro” the bloody throng) 
And I, the meaneſt of them all, 

That live to weep, and ſing their fall. 
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SONNET 


SONNET? 
On THE DearH or 


Mr. RICHARD WEST. 
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N vain to me the ſmiling mornings ſhine, 
And redd'ning Phœbus lifts his golden fire: 
The birds in vain their amorous deſcant join ; 
Or chearful fields reſume their green attire : 
Theſe ears, alas ! for other notes repine, » 
A different object do theſe eyes require. 
My lonely anguiſh melts no heart but mine; 
And in my breaſt the imperfect joys expires N 78 


Vet morning ſiniles the buſy race to chear, 
And neu- born pleaſure brings to happier men: 50 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear: 
To warm their little loves the birds complain: 


I fruitleſs mourn to him, that cannot "tha 
And weep the more, - becauſe I weep in vain. 


EPITAPH 


Now. firſt publiſbed. 


E IP TA H 
o N 
Mrs. CLARK RE 


1 where this dient Marble wee ps, 
A Friend, = Wife, à Mother ſleeps: 

A Heart, within whoſe ſacred cell p 

The peaceful Virtues lov'd to dwell. 

Affection warm, and faith ſincere, ” 

And ſoft humanity were there. er 

In agony, in death refign'd, ' | 8 

She felt the Wound ſhe left behind. 

Her infant Image, here below, gal 

Sits ſmiling on a Father's woe | 

Whom what awaits, while yet he ſtrays 

Along the lonely vale of days? 

A pang, to ſecret ſorrow dear ; 

A ſigh ; an unayailing tear; 

Till Time ſhall ev'ry grief remove;-- —— 


Wich Liſe, with Memory, and with Lore. 
„ Tab Er 


® This \, the Dr. Clarke, Phyfician at 
Epjen, = ril OG HH: the 
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E PIT APH 


DL O N 
Sir WILLIAM WILLIAMS. 


Han foremoſt in the dangerous paths of fame, 
Young Williams fought for England's $ fair re- 


nown 
His mind each muſe, each grace adorn'd his frame, 
Nor Envy dard to view him with a frown, _ 
At Aix his voluntary ſword he drew, - | 
There firſt in blood his infant honor ſeal'd ; | 
From fortune, pleaſure, ſcience, love, he flew, 
And ſcorn'd repoſe when Britain took the field. 
With eyes of flame, and cool undaunted breaſt 
Victor he ſtood on Bellifle's* rocky ſteeps — 
Ah ! gallant youth f this marble tells the reſt, - - 
Where melancholy Friendſhip bends, and weeps. 


his Epitaph (hitherto unpubliſhed) was written at 
the requeſt of Mr. Frederick Montagu, whe intended to 
have inſcribed it on a Led Bulb the joge 
of which this accompliſhed youth was killed, 1 761 ; 
from ſome difficulty attending the erection of it, this 4. 
fign was not executed, 
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Addreſſed to the LAbrzs. 


BEING 


A Parody on Mr. CAAVH s celebrated Ode 
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on a diſtant Proſpect of Eton 
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D 
The following PARODIESs and BuxLEsQuE 


Op, written in Imitation of three of 


Mr. Gzar's juſtly-admired Pieces, it is 


hoped will prove an agreeable entertain- 
ment to the Reader. | 
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E dazzling lamps, ye jocund fires, 
That from yon fabric ſhine, 
Where grateful Pleaſure yet admires 
Her Lacy's * great deſign : 
(1 2] And 


Mr. Lacy, formerly one of the managers of Drury- 
lane theatre, is ſaid to have firft planned Ranelagh, 


— 
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| A who from the kilds 1 tis” ot 
Round Chelſea, with amazement's eye, 

The gardens and the dome ſurvey, -/ 
Whoſe walks, whoſe trees, whoſe lights among, 
Wander the courtly train along 

Their thought-diſpelling way. 


Ah, ſplendid room! ah, pleaſing ſnade! 
Ah, walks belov'd in vain, 
Where oft in happier times I ſtray d. 
A ſtranger then to pain : 
feel the gales, which from you blow 
A momentary bliſs beſtow, | 
As waving freſh their gladſome wing, 
They fem to ſooth my famith'd ſoul, 
And, redolent of tea and roll, 
To breathe a ſecond ſpring. 


Rotonda, 
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Rotonda, ſay, for thou haſt ſeen 
Full many a ſprightly race,” 

In thy bright round with ſtep ſerene, 
The paths of pleaſure trace; 

Who chiefly now delight to lave 

Green hyſon, in the boiling wave, 
The fable coffee, which diſtil? 

What longing progeny are found, 

Who ſtroll inceſſant round and round, 
Like horſes in a mill? 


While ſome on earneſt huſmeſs dream: 
And, gravely ſtupid, try 
To ſearch each complicated ſcheme ' 
Of publick policy : | 
Some ladies leave the ſpacious dome 


Around the garden's maze to roam, 


(1 3] 
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And unknown regions dare deſcry ; 
_ Still as they walk they look behind, 
G | 
Left fame a ſecret foe ſhould find 


From ſome malicious eye. 25 


Loud 4 i theirs, and pleaſing praiſe, 
To beauty's ſhrine addreſs'd ; 

The ſprightly ſongs, the melting lays, 
Which charm the ſoften'd breaſt ; | 


Theirs lively wit, invention free, 


4 


The ſharp bon mot, keen repartee, 
And ev'ry art coquets a> ; 
The thoughtleſs day, the jocund night, 
+ The ſpirits briſk, the ſorrows light, 
That fly th' approach of Joy. 


Alas! 
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Alas! regardleſs of their doom, 
The lovely victims rove ; 
No ſenſe of ſufferings yet to come 
Can now their prudence move : 
But ſee ! where all around them wait 
The miniſters of female fate, | 
An artful, perjur d, cruet train ; 
Ahl ſhew them where in ambuſh ſtand, 
To ſeize their prey, the faithleſs band 
Of falſe deceitful men 


' "Theſe ſhall the luſt of gaming wear, 
That harpy of the mind, 
With all the troop of rage and fear, 
That follows cloſe behind : 
Or piniog love ſhall waſte their youth, 
Or jealouſy, with rankling tooth, 
(I 4] 


* 
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That gnaws bright Hymen's golden chain, 


Who opens wide the fatal gate, 
For ſad diſtruſt and ruthleſs hate, 


And ſorrow's pallid train. 


Ambition this ſhall tempt to fix 

Her hopes on ſomething high, 
To barter for a coach and fix, 

Her peace and liberty. 
The ſtings of ſcandal theſe ſhall try, 
And affeQation's haughty eye, 


That ſcowls on thoſe it us'd to greet, 


The cutting ſneer, th' abuſive ſong, 
And falſe report that glides along, 
With never-reſting feet, 


And 


* 
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And lo! where in the vale of years 

A griſly tribe are ſeen ; 
Fancy's pale family of fears, 

More hideous than their queen: | 
Struck with th' imaginary crew 
Which artleſs nature never knew 

Theſe aid from quacks, and cordials beg, 
While this, transform'd by ſolly's hand, 
Remains a-while at her command 


A tea-pot, or an egg- 


To each her ſuff rings : all muſt grieve, 
And pour a ſilent groan, 
At homage others charms receive, 
Or lights that meet their own ; — — 


(I 5] 
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But ill the voice of truth ſevere 
Will ſuit the gay, regardleſs car, 
| Whoſe joy in mirth and revels lies ! 
Thought would deſtroy this paradiſe. 
No more! — Where ignorance is bliſs, 
"Tis folly to be wiſe. 
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A COLLEGE. 
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A Parody on the Elegy in a Country 
Church- Yard. 


PROACH APROPH® 


deten eter ee te. 


AN 


Evening Contemplation 
I N 
A coLLZeE. 


© ns curfew tolls the hour of cloſing gates, 
With jarring ſound the porter turns the key, 


Then in his dreary manſion, lumb' ring, waits, 
And' ſlowly, ſternly quits it — tho for me. | 


* 


— 


Now ſhine the ſpires beneath the paly Moon a 
And thro' the cloyſter peace and ſilence reign Bj 
Save where ſome fiddler ſcrapes a drowſy tune, ji 
Or copious bowls inſpire a jovial train. 


poo 


— 
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Save that in yonder cobweb-mantled room, 
Where lies a ſtudent in profound repoſe, 

Oppreſs'd with ale, wide echoes thro the ghogy, 
The droning muſic of his vocal noſe. | 


Within thoſe walls, where thro the glimm'ring ſhade 
Appear the pamphlets in a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow bed till morning laid, | 


The peaceful fellows of the College ſleep. 


The tinkling bell proclaiming early prayers, 

The noiſy ſervants rattling o'er their head, 
The call of bus'neſs and domeftick cares, 

Ne'er rouſe theſe ſleepers from their downy bed, 


* 


No chatt'ring females crowd their ſocial kre, 
No dread have they of diſcord and of ſtrife; 
Unknown the names of huſband and of fire, 


Unfelt the plagues of matrimonial life, 
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Oft have they baſk'd along the ſunny walls, | 
Oft have the benches bow'd beneath their weight: 

How jocund are their looks when dinner calls! 
How ſmoke the cutlets on their crowded plate ! 


O let not Temp'rance, too diſdainful, hear 
How long our feaſts, how long our dinners laft ; 
Nor let the fair, with a contemptuous ſacer, 
On theſe unmarried men refleQions caſt ! 


The ſplendid fortune and the beauteous face 
(Themſelves confeſs it and their fires bemogn) 

Too ſoon are caught by ſcarlet and by lace : 
Theſe ſons of ſcience ſhine in black alone. 


Forgive, ye fair, th involuntary fault, yi 


If theſe no feats ef gaiety diſplay, 


Where thro' proud Ranelagh's wide-echoing aut 


Melodious Fraſi thrills her quavring lay. 
: Say, 
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Say, is the ſword well ſuited to the band, 
Does broider'd coat agree with fable gown, 


Can Dreſden” 5 laces ſhade a churchman's hand, 
| Or leatning's vot'ties ape the beaux of town ? . 


Perhaps in theſe time-tott'ring walls refide - 
Some who were once the darlings of the fair; 
Some who of old could taſtes and faſhions guide, 


Controul the manager and awe the play r. 


But Science now has f1F'd their vacant mind ) 
With Rome's rich ſpoils and Truth's exalted views; 

Fir'd them with tranſports of a nobler kind, 
And bade them fight all females— but the Mule. 


Full many a lark, high-tow'ring to the ſky, 
Unheard, unheeded, greets th' approach of light ; 

Full many a ſtar, unſeen by mortal eye, | 

With twinkling luſtre glimmers thro? the night. 


Some 


— 
2 
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Some future Herring, that with dauntleſs breaſt, ; 
Rebellion's torrent ſhall, like him, oppoſe, +'_- | 


Some mute, ſome thoughtleſs Hardwicke bere. may 
| reſt, 


Some Pelham, dreadful to his country's foes. 


From prince and people to command applauſe, 
Midſt ermin'd peers to guide the high debate, 

To ſhield Britannia“ * Religion's laws, | 

And fteer, with ſteady courſe, the helm of tate, 


Fate yet forbids ; nor circumſeribes alone g 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confines F 

Forbids, in Freedoms veil, to infult the throne, 
Beneath her maſk to hide the worſt deſigns. 
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To ſill the madding Sc , perverted mind 
With * Penfions, Taxes, Marriages, and. Jews; 
Or ſhut the gates of Heav'r n on loſt mankind, 
And wrelt their darling oped their future views. 
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Far from the giddy town's tumultuous ſtrife, 
Their wiſhes yet have never learn'd to ftray ; 


Content and happy in a ſingle life, 


1 


They keep the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


* 


Zw now their books from cobwebs to protect, 


Inclos d by doors of glaſs in Doric ſtyle, 


On ftuted pillars rais d, with bronzes deck d, 


They claim the paſſing tribute of a ſmile. 


5 4 


Oft are the authors names, tho”. richly bound, 
MiF-ſpelt by blund'ring binder's want of care z. 


And many a catalogue i is ftrew'd around 


To tell th' admiring gueſt what books are there. 


For who, to thoughtleſs Ignorance a prey, 


P 


Neglects to hold ſhort dalliance with a book 2 


Who there, but wiſhes to prolong his ſtay, 
And on thoſe caſes caſts a ling ring look ? 


Reports 


Tf 


« 
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Reports attract the Lawyer's parting eyes, 
Novels Lord Fopling and Sir Plume require, 
For ſongs and plays the voice of beauty cries, 
And ſenſe and nature Grandiſon deſire. 


For thee, who mindful of thy lov'd compeers, 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tales relate, 

If chance, with prying ſearch, in future Jears, 

| Some antiquarian ſhall eaquire thy fate. 


Haply ſome friend may ſhake his hoary head, 
And fay, * Each morn, unchill'd by frofts, be ran 
With hoſe ungarter'd, o'er yon turfy bed, 
To reach the Chapel ere the pſalms began. 


* 


* There, in the arms of that lethargick chair, 
Which rears its moth-deyoured back ſo high, 
At noan he quaff d three glaſſes to the fair, 
* And per d upon the news with curious eye. 


ts | Nov 
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Now by the fire, engag'd i in ſerious talk, - * 
« Or mirthful converſe, would he lot Hi tand ; 

Then in the garden cloſe a funny walk, 
Or launch the poliſh'd bowl with ſteady hand. 


One morn we miſs'd him at the hour of pray'r, 
© Beſide the fire, and on his fav'rite green; 

* Another came, nor yet within the chair, 
Nor yet at bowls, nor Chapel was he ſeen. 


„The next we heard; that in a neighb'ring ſhire 

„That dax to Church he led a bluſhing bride, 

A nymph; whoſe ſnowy veſt and maiden fear 
% Improv'd her beauty while the knot was ty d. 


% Now, by his patron's bounteous care remov'd, 
** He'raves enraptur'd thro' the fields of Kent; 

& Yet, ever mindful of the place he lov'd, 
Read here the letter which he lately ſent.” 


THE 
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THE LET FM 


N rural innocence ſecure I dwell, 
Alike to fortune and to fame unknown ; 
Approving conſcience cheers my humble cell, 
And ſocial quiet marks me for her own. 


Next to the bleſſings of religious truth, 
Two gifts my endleſs gratitude engage; 

A wife, the joy and tranſport of my youth, 
Now, with a ſon, the comfort of my age. 


Seek not to draw me from this kind retreat, 
In loftier ſpheres unfit, untaught to move ; 1 i | 
Content, with calm, domeſtic life, where meet 14 
The ſiles of friendſhip, and the ſweets of love. 
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* 
AUGHTER of Chaos and old Night, 
Cimmerian Muſe ! all hail | 
That wrapt in never-twinkling gloom canſt write, 


And ſhadoweſt meaning with thy duſky veil! 
* | i. \ 


What Poet ſings, and ſtrikes the ſtrings ? 
It was the mighty Theban ſpoke. 
He, from the ever-living lyre, 
With magic hand elicits fire. 
Heard ye the din of modern Rhymers bray ? 
It was cool Mn, or warm Gy 
Involy'd in tenfold ſmoke. 


LK] The 
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The ſhallow fop, in antic veſt, 
Tir'd of the beaten road, 
Proud to be ſingularly dreſt, 
Changes, with ev'ry changing moon, the mode. 
Say, ſhall not then the heaven-born Muſes too | 
Variety purſue ? 


Shall not applauding critics hail the vogue? 
Whether the Muſe the ſtyle of Cambria's ſons, 
Or the rude gabble of -the Huns, 
Or the broader dialect 
Of Caledonia ſhe affect, 
Or take, Hibernia, thy ſtill racker brogue ? 


On 
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On this terreſtrial; ball, 
The tyrant Faſhion governs all. 
She, fickle Goddeſs, whom, in days of yore, 
The Ideot Moria, on the banks of Seine, 
Unto an antic fool, hight Andrew, bore, 
Long ſhe paid him with diſdain, 
And long his pangs in ſilence he conceal'd : 
At length, in happy hour, his love-ſick pain 
On thy bleſt calends, April, he reyeal'd, | | 
From their embraces ſprung, 
Eyer changing, ever ranging, 
| Faſhion, Goddeſs ever young. 


[K 2] Perch'd 
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Perch'd on the dubious height, ſhe loves to ride 
Upon a weather- cock, aſtride. 
Each blaſt that blows, around ſhe goes, 


While nodding o'er her creſt, 
Emblem of her magic pow'r, 
The light cameleon ſtands confeſt, 
Changing its hues a thouſand times an hour ; 
Andi in a veſt is the array'd, | 
Of many a dancing moon-beam made, 
Nor zoneleſs is her waiſt : 
But fair and beautiful, 1 ween, . 
As the ceſtos-cinctur d Queen, 


Is with the rainbow's ſhadowy girdle brac'd. 


She 
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She bids purſue the fav'rite road 
Of lofty cloud-capt ode. 
Meantime each Bard, with eager ſpeed, 
Vaults on the Pegaſean ſteed : 
Yet not that Pegaſus of yore, 
Which th' illuſtrious Pindar bore, 
But one of nobler breed : 

High blood and youth his luſty veins inſpire, 
From Tottipontimoy he came, g 
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy, thy name? 

The bloody-ſhoulder'd Arab was his fire ; 

* His Whitenoſe. He on fam'd Doncaſtria's plains 

Reſign'd his fated breath : " 

In vain for life the ſtruggling courſer ſtrains. E 

Ah who can run the race with Death ? 
The tyrant's ſpeed, or man or ſteed, 
Strives all in vain to fly. 
He leads the chace, he wins the race, 
We ſtumble, fall and die. 


[K 3] Third 


®* The author is either miſtalen in this place, or has 
elſe indulged himſelf in a very unwarrantable poetical li- 
cence, Wintenoje was not the fire, but the fon, of the 
Codolphin Arabian. See my Calendar. HE REX. 


Third from Whitenoſe ſprings 
Pegaſus with eagle wings: 
Light o'er the plain, as dancing cork, 
With many a bound he beats the ground, 
While all the Turf with acclamation rings. 
He won Northampton, Lincoln, Oxford, York : 
He too Newmarket won. 
There Granta's Son 
Seiz'd on the ſteed; 
And thence him led (ſo Fate decreed) 
” To where old Cam, renown'd in Poet's ſong, 
| With his dark and inky waves 
Either bank in filence laves, 


Winding flow his Nuggiſh ſtreams along. 


What 
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What ftripling heat, of viſage ſweet, 
In = guiſe array'd, 
Firſt the neighing ſteed afſay'd ? 
His hand a taper ſwitch adorns, his heel 
| Sparkles refulgent with elaſtic ſteel : . 
The whiles he wins his whifling way. 
Prancing, ambling round and round, 
By hill, and dale, and mead, and greenſwerd gay : 
Till fated with the pleaſing ride, 
From the lofty ſteed diſmounting, 
He lies along, enwrapt in conſcious pride, 


By gurgling rill or cryſtal fountain, 
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Lo! next, a Bard, ſecure of praiſe, 
His ſelf-complacent countenance diſplays. 
His bread muſtachios, ting'd with golden dye, 
Flame, like a meteor, to the troubled air : 
Proud his demeanor, and his eagle eye 


O'erhung with laviſh lid, yet ſhone with glorious 
glare. 


The grizzle grace 

Of buſhy peruke ſhadow'd o'er * face. 
In large wide boots, whoſe pond'rous weight 
Would ſink each wight of modern date, 
He rides, well-pleas d. So large a pair 
Not Garagantua's ſelf might wear ; 

Not he, of nature fierce and cruel, 
Who, if we truſt to ancient ballad, 
Devour'd three pilgrims in a ſallad; 

Nor he of the ſame germane, hight Pantagruel. 


Accoutred 
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Acccutred thus, the advent'rous youth 
Seeks not the level lawn, or velvet mead, 


Faſt by whoſe ſide clear ſtreams meand' ring 
creep; | 


But urges on amain the fiery ſteed 


Up Snowdon's ſhaggy ſide, or n. rock un- 
couth: 


Where the venerable herd 
Of goats, with long and ſapient beard, 
And wanton kidlings their blithe revels keep: 
Now up the mountain ſee him ftrain ! 
Now down the vale he's toſt, 
Now flaſhes on the ſight again, 
Now in the palpable Obſcure quite ol. 


1 
Man's feeble race eternal dangers wait, 


With high or low, all, all, is woe, | 
Diſeaſe, miſchance, pale fear and dubious fate. 

But, oer every peril bounding 

Ambition views not all the ills ſurrounding, 


And, 
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And, tip-toe on the mountain's ſteep, 
Reflects not on the yawning deep. 
IV. 3. 

See, ſee, he ſoars! with mighty wings outſpread, 

And long reſounding mane, 

The Courſer quits the plain. 

Aloft in air, ſee, ſee him bear 

The Bard, who ſhrouds 

His Lyric glory in the clouds, 
Too fond to ſtrike the ſtars with lofty head! 
| He topples headlong from the giddy height, 


Deep in the Cambrian Gulph immerg's in endleſs 
night. 


W. 3. 
O Steed Divine L what daring ſpirit 
Rides thee now ? tho he inherit 
Nor the pride nor ſelf-opinion, 
Which elate the mighty pair, 
Each of Taſte the fav'rite minion, 


Prancing thro? the deſart air; 
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By help mechanic of equeſtrian block, 

Yet ſhall he mount, with claſſic houſings grac'd, 
And, all unheedful of the critic. mock, 

D his light courſer o'er the bounds of Taſte. 
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ELEGIA INGLESE 
DEL SIGNOR 
TOMMASO G RAT. 
SO PRA UN CIMITERO: 
DI CAMPAGNA4 

k TRASPORTATA 
IN VERSI LATIN 
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IN EBLANA CIICCLEXVI.. | .* | | 
Preſo G. SLEATER. if 
- | IL. | e l 


LO STAMPATORE 
A CORT-EI'T EH. 
LEGGITOREL 


0 PO aver pubblicato ne pallati gi gi- 
orni I Elegia Ingleſe del Signor 
Tommaso GRAx colla bella Traduzione in 
verſo ſciolto Italiano del Signor As. M- 
cHIORRE CESAROTTI P. P. mi ſono venute 


alle mani due altre Verſioni della ſuddetta 
Elegia: una in Verſi Latini del Signor 


As. Giovanni CosrA, Maeſtro dell' Ac- 
cademia in queſto Seminario, Y altra in 
Terze rime del Signor As. Grvuseees 
GENNARI. Eglino, come ho ſaputo, han- 


no fatto quello lavoro, non per vaghezza 


di andare in iſtampa ma per ubbiddire ai 
comandi del Sigr. Kr. Domenico Tran, 


dottiſſimo Gentiluomo Irlandeſe, che nel 
ſoggiorno di molti meſi in queſta Citta ha 
degnato entrambi della fua virtuoſa amicizia. . 
Ora deſiderando io per farvi cola grata, o 


Corteh Lettori, di render pubbliche queſte 
due Traduzioni, ho pregato gli Autori, 


che me ne deſſero la permiſſione ; ed eſſi 


alle mie preghiere benignamente hanno 
condiſceſo. Gxadite pertando la mia bu- 
ona intenzione, e vivete felici. 


„„ 


_ 


[ 
| 
| 
i 
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ELEGY,-WRITTEN IN. A 
COUNTRY, CHURCH-YARD. 


HE Curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me, 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 
And all the air a folemn- ſtillneſs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds : 


Save, that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 5 
Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. "1 
Beneath 


VERSIONE 


N UNZIO del di che parte intorno ſuona 
I cavo bronzo, e Varator gia laſſo 
Move all' albergo, e i ſuoi ſolchi abbandona ; 


Z l armento mugghiante paſſe paſſo 
Va per la piaggia errando, e laſcia il mondo 
A me, d' ogni ſuo lume ignudo e caſſo. 


Gi. ſeappa all occhio, che ſi volve a tondo, 
L' aſpetto della terra, e in ogni lato 
Del ciel reg na filenzio, e orror prœfondo. 


[ 


Sol 
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ELEGIA IN SEPULCRETO RUSTICO- 
CONSCRIPTA. 


3 

8 triſte ingeminat cedentis ſigna diei, 

Mugit tardigradum per loca ſola pecus hem 

TeQa petens, mundo tenebriſque mihique relicto, 
Sollicitum feſſus carpit arator iter; 


Deficiens oculis regio ſe ſubtrahit: æthram 
Auguſtus late, mutus & horror habet, 

Solum rauciſonis melolonthe F ſe rotat alis, 
Et mulcet clauſas ſemiſopitus oves 


Tinnitus longe: ſolum illa ex turre corymbis 
Veſtita, ad lunam ſecum habitans queritur 
Secretos bubo deſerta in ſede receſſus 


Turbari inviſo, regna yetuſta, pede. 
| © hg Ius 


ITALIAN 4: 
Sol ronzar Sode ſcarafaggio alato, 


E' ode un tintinnio, che dolce invita 
Al ſonno il gregge nell ovil ſerrato, 


E in quella torre ancor d' edra veſtita 
Duolſi if gufo alla luna, che uman pied 
Turbi la muta ſua ſtanza romita. 


L4 ve It terra tumefar fi vede . 
Degli olmi all ombra, e de funerei taſſ, 
Ciaſcun ripoſto in ſua riſtretta ſede, 


* Ad a_ certos tinnitus Gulielmus Rex, occupata Anglia, 


extingui ubique ignem, & nocturna lumina juſſit. 
t Genns (carabzi flavi, j#yAoAorby apud Ariſtophanem in Neb. 
IL 3] Dormono 
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Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
W here heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 

The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the ecchoing horn, 

No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed, 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or bufy houſewife ply her evening care : 
No children run to liſp their fire's return, 


Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare, 


— 


Dormono un ferreo ſonno i vecchi lat 
Di queſta villa abitatori ; e mat 
Non gli alzeran da' letti umili e baſe 
Non di piante rondinella i tat, 
Ne del mattin ſanante aura odoroſa, 
Me gallo annunziator de prima rat, 


N? rauco ſuon di corno, ed altra coſa, 
Per effi il fecolar piu nan accende, 


Ne cabe apprefta affaccendata _ſpoja. 


o 


Fi, 


2 — 


[ 
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Illis fub ſcabris ulmis, taxique ſub umbra, 
Pulvis ubi molles tollitur in cumulos, 
Rurigenz, quicunque ſua, clauduntur in arcta 
Sopiti cella tempus in omne patres. 


Non vox thuriferz Aurorz ſpirantis in aura, 
Non quæ de culmis trinſat hirundo caſe, 

Non galli elangor, non jam reſonabile cornu 
Eriget ex humili pectora ſtrata toro. 


Non illis focus ardebit, non ſedula ſero 
Uxor adibit opus, nec patris ad reditum 
Accurrent balbi nati, nec baſia circum 
Genua adrepentes invidioſa petente | 
| Illis 


Ni, allor ch' umido vel la notte flende, 
I pargoletti balbettando andranno 
Incontro al padre che al tgurio ſcende : 
Ne pià, come ſolean, cerchio faranno 
A' ſuoi ginocchi ſaltellando, e a prova 
On quante volte (e rimembrarlo giova) 
Ceſſe all aratro di coſtor la dura 


Zolla, e a terra cadeo la meſſe nova / 
IL 4] | Come 


11 


ofi did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How. jocund did they dri ve their team a- field 


How bow'd the woods, beneath their ſturdy 
ſtroke ! | 


Let not Ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth &'er gave, 
Awaits alike th' inevitable hour, 
The paths of glory lead but to the gra ve. 
| Ner 


Come lieti e feſtofe altre mifura 
Trar fur viſti cantando i giunti buot 
Al campo, ove avean poſta ogñi lor cura | 


Come ogni macchia, ed ogni boſco poi 
Col martellar delle taglienti ſcuri 
Spogliavan dell onor de tronchi ſuoi ! 


Ambizion, non difprezzar gli ofcuri 
Nomi, e dei contadin / util lavoro 
E i diletti innotenti, e i gaudii puri. 


1 


Illis ſæpe ſeges ceſſit ſub falce reſeQa, 
Seæpe illis duro gleba reſracta ſolo eſt. 

Ut læti junctis petierunt arva juvencis! 
2 gemuit validis ictibus omne nemus ! 


Non almi Ambitio ſpernat benefacta laboris, 
Gaudia & illa domũs, fataque tecta ſitu: 
Non dedignanti ſubridens audiat aure 
Faſtus ſimplicium parvula geſta virfim 


Splendorem generis, præluſtia Nomina, Opeſque, 
Quidquid & ipſe Decor, Divitiæque ferunt, 
Occupat atra æque non evitabilis Hora, 


Gloriaque in tumulum dirigit alta vias. 
At 


Ne delle inonorate opre di loro 
Sdegni il Fafto fuperbo udir la floria : 
Che antica nobilita, poſſanza, ed oro, 


Valor d' arme, belta, grandezza, e boria, 
Tutto e ſoggetto a inevitabil morte, 
E guida all arca ogni ſentier di gloria. 


Ma tu di quei non accu ſar la ſorte, 
Vano mortal, fe in fu la tomba eretto 


Trofee non han, ch oltre all” obblio gli porte, 
L 51 Del 


1 198 ] 


Nor you, ye Proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro' the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault 

The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt | 

Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the ſilent duft ? 

Or Flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear of Death ? 


Perhaps in this negleQed ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 


Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 
Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre. 


a 


But 


- 


Del Tempio in mexzo, ove U arcato letto 
E il liſcio muro ripercote intor no 
D' inni, e di lodi armonial canto eletto. 


Chiamar pu ſerſe d' un ſepolcro adorno 
L' ammirando ar tiſicio, o un bufto vive 
L' alma fugace al ſuo primier ſoggiorno ? 
O il cener muto, che di vita e privo, 


Voce d' onor fia che riſvegli, e cruda 
Morte non abbia blande lodi a ſchivo ? 


—_ cw. * 
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At Tu ne vitio Gens verte ſuperba, quod illis 
Mnemoſyne in buſtum nulla tropza levet 
| Sub longis alis, eruſtati & fornice templi, 
Laudis ubi reſonis intonat aura modis. 


An primas animam in ſedes revocare fugacem 
. Artifices urnæ, faxave viva queant ? | 
An tacitos cineres Honor excitet ore, placenſye 
Blandities gelida Mortis in aurs ſonet ? 
| 


Fors cor neglectus premit angulus ille repoſtum, 

: Quod plenum =theriis ignibus intus erat, 

Fors dextram imperii data ſceptra tenere valentems 
| Aut vivas * ſollicitare fides. | 


Aſt 


Ma che ? di fatto a quella terra ignuda 
| Un cor gia pien d alme faville ardent | 
ö Forſe auvien che negletto wi fi chiuda; ö a 
Forſe una man, che le ſoggette genti 
Regger ſaprebbe, o coll' amabil ſuons 
Di grata ſinſonia rapir le menti. 
Sol Dottrina non ſeo corteft' dono 
A lor de” fuoi ſublimi ampj volumi, 
Che di ſpoglie del tempo altert ſono ; 
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„ 


edge to their eyes her ample page 
ich the ſpoils of time did fie'er unroll, 
ury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem of, pureſt ray ſerene 

The dark unfathom'd caves of Ocean bear ; 
Full many a flawer is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air, 


Some village-Hampden that with dauntleſs breaſt | 
The little Tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 


dome Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 
| 8 


E fredda Povertate eftinſe i lumi 
Nati dell' alma, e le tarpò quelP ali, 
Onde ad alto volar men che s' impiumi. 

Pur molte aſcoſe agli occhi de' mortali 
Nell' ime grotte il cupo mar rinſerra 
Lucide gemme, e perle oriental : 

E vaghi for nella deſerta terra 
Spuntan non offervati, «e in van / olente 
Fiato per l' aria fe diſperde ed erra. 


Ciace 


es nnn 


—— 
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Aſt ampla his nunquam Doctrina volumina lapſi 
Ditata exuviis temporis explicuit; . 
Frigida Paupertas rabiem compreſſit, & acrem 
- Curſum Anime induQo ftrinxit acuta gelu. 


Sic tegitur late radianti luce ſerena 
Oceani cœcis plurima gemma vadi is, 

In viſuſque rubet flos plurimus, atque profuſo 
Deſertas redolens implet odore plagas. 


Ruſticus Hampdenus * fors hie, quem peRore vidit 
Se contra intrepido ſtare Tyrannus agri, 
Miltonuſve + jacet mutus fine nomine, puras * 
Aut Cromuel 1 gaudens cædis habere manus. 


Patribus 


Ciace ignoto cos forſe alla gente 
Ruftico Hampden, che del poder natio 
Al Terannello repugnd ſovente : 


E giace in ſeno dell oſeuro obblio 
Miltone agreſte, e un Cromutl, che puro 
Da ſangue cittadin viſſe e morio. 


Contraria forte a lor vietd ſecuro 
Petto moſtrar tra le minacce e ire, 
E ſprezzar de Tiranni il giogo aw; 


* Patriz Libertatis acerrimns vindex regoante Carolo I. 
| f —— infgnis & — poematis Paradiſi Amiſſi. 


Patriz Tyrannus cædis amantiſſimus. | 
0 cogh 
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Th applauſe of liſt ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain, and ruin to deſpiſe, 


To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land. | 
And read their hiſt'ry in a nanion's eyes, 


Their lot forbad : nor circumſerib'd alone 

Their growing virtues, but their erimes confin'd 
Forbad to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, 

And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind, 


The ſtruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide, 
To quench. the bluſhes.of ingenuous ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury, and Pride 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. 
Far | 


Tra liete grida, e ſuon di man con elle 
D' attonita Aſſemblea  alme ferire ; 


l Oi doni d' uberta ſpargere in quelle 
Contrade, e in queſte, o al popol grato e amico 
Scritte legger nel cor / opre fue belle. 


O cogli ftrali del facondo dire Tal 


Ma fe repreſſe in lor deſtin nemico { 
GP innati germi di virta, tolſe anco, | 
L' efca, e 'l ſeme de vizj al cor pudico. | 

| | | O for- 
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Patribus eloquio captis indicere plauſus, 
Nil pœne, exitii nil timuiſſe minas, 
Spargere ridentem fæcundo munere terram, 
Atque ſua in populi cernere picta oculis 


Sors acta hos. vetuit : nec jam creſcentia ſolum 
Germina Virtutum, ſed, Vitia omne genus 

Repreſſit ſimu}, ad ſolium ne in ſanguine narent, 
Ne miſerùm objicerent pectora clauſa malis, 


Neve gra ves ſimulans tegeret Mens conſcia motus, 
Ingenuo extinctus vel Pudor ore foret, 
Vel thura ad flammas Mufarum accenſa ſonarent 


Luxds & faſtis accumulata ſocis. 
Hi, 


O fortunati ! nius di loro unguanco 
Per mezzo al ſangue ando nuetands al ſoglo, 
Nt a' mali altrui volts ſdegnaſo il anco :- 

N. ſordo fi moſt ro qual alpe a ſcogho- 

Di coſc ienza all” alte grida, o in loco 
Di modeſto pudor s' arm? d' orgogheo : 

Ne con molta arroganza'e ſenns poco 
Di Luffuria, e del Faſlo arſe ſu ! ara 
Incenſo accgſo delle Mufe al foco. . 
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Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray ; 

Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 

They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to proteQ, 
Some frail memorial ſtil] erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhimes, and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck'd, 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter'd muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply ; 

And many a holy text around ſhe ftrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


For 3 
Lunge da van defir, da folle gara 
Coftor non traviar col volgo inſano 
Dal ſentier, cui Natura apre e riſchiara. + 


Ma della vita nel ſolingo piano 
Con innocente cor tranquilli e [ieti 
Tutti i ſpazi compier del corſo umano. 
O Paſſaggier, fe fra queſt” olmi e abeti 
Ti guida il pid, con un ſoſpiro almero 
Onora gli offs lor ripoſti e cheti. 


1 


Queſt 


* 


„ 
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Hi, ſtulti abjeQo procul a certamine Vylygji, 
Haud unquam votis edidicere ſuis 
Errare, egelida ſed vitz in valle reducti, 
Et ſoli taciti ſemper iere via. 


Oſſibus hiſce tamen monumenta caduca tuendis 
Addita, & abnormi carmina ſculpta manu 

Suſpiri unius, quicunque acceſſerit iſthuc, 
Munere donari pratereunte.rogant ; 


Nominaque, atque Anni, quos Muſa inſeripſit agreſtis, 
Pro Fama, & numeris ſunt, Elegia, tuis ; 

Et leQa e Sacris ſententia plurima Chartis 
Circumfuſa, docet ruſtica corda mori. | 

| Nam 


Queſto che i copre Maufoleo terreno 
Dalle ingiurie del cielo, e i roxzi verfe 
Den guarda, e leggi, s' hai pietate in ſeno. 
1 nudi nomi, e gli anni lor diverſe 
Scriſſe ruſtica Muſa, e ſons in vice 
Di Fama, e di dolenti eieg li- terſi: 
E il penſier della morte ai vivi indice 
Sentenza talta dalle ſacre carte 
a tat 
Perche 
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For who, to dumb Forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being e er reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day; 
Nor caſt one longing, ling' ring look behind? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the eloſing eye requires x 

Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires.. 


For thee, who mindful of th? unhonour'd Dead 
Daſt in theſe lines their artleſs tals relate; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Soine kindred Spirit ſhall inquire thy fate, 
Haply 


Perch? chi mai ſenza turbarſi in parte, 

Certa preda & Obblio, da queſta ok quanto 

Cara anche in mezz0 a guai vita ſi parte 4 
E chi mai tra mortali oggi pud tanto, | 

Che laſci i vivi rai del Sol ſammante 

Senza un fofhir, ſenza un ſegnat di pianto ? 
Su qualche amato cor I alma ſpirante 

Deſia poſarſi, e di pietoſe ftille | | 


— 


Chiede tributo ad un amico aftante, 
Non 


_. 


N 


** k 


1 207 ] 


Nam muti oblivi quis præda ſuturus, ab illo 

Optato ceflit, quo viget, eſtque, bono, 

Et tzti liquit tepefactas luminis oras, | 
Nec retro ardentes flexit amans oculos ? 


Dulce ſuper pectus jam jam exhalanda quieſcit 
Vis animæ, atque pias lumina lacrymulas 

Claudenda expoſcunt : Naturz clamat ab ipſo 
Vox tumulo, et vivax flamma tenet cineres. 


At de Te, Vates *, qui nunc ingloria vit 
Functor um memori carmine ſacta calis, 
Huc aliquis folo meditandi duQus amore, 
Et tibi perſimilis ſi tua fata roget, 


Fers 


Non fon le fredde ceneri tranquille; . 
Parla Natura dalla tombs, e drento 
Ardon de' primi aff etti le faville. 


Ma di Te che far P che il nome ſpento 
D' obbliati mortali, e oſcure gefta 
Ravvivi al ſuon d' Aganippeo concento, 


Se qualche Spirto al two conforme in queſta 
Solinga fragria a meditar venuto 
Del tuo det ino a domandar & arreſta, 


* Loquitur AuQor de ſeipſo fub perſona Paſtoris. 
Forſe | 
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Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, 

Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
* Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 

To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 
There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 

* That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
* His liftleſs length at noontide would he ſtretch, 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 

* Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove, 
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

* Or-craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs tove- 


* One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
« Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree; 
„ Another came: nor yet beſide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he; 


66 The 


Forſe rifponderd Paſtor canuto + 
Speſſo il vedemmo i rugiadoſ fiori 
Premer con preſto pie, penſoſo e muto 
Allo ſpuntar de mattutini albori, 
E farſe incontro per aprica riva 
A' naſcenti del Sol primi ſplendori. 
E' ſdrajarſi folea ſiſo in la viva 
Sonante acqua d un rio, mentre che al raggio 
Dell ardente meriggio il ſol bolliva, 
La ſotto UV ombra di crollante faggio, 
Che con barbe attortiſſime ſerpeggia, 
E' tal volta ſen gia preſſo il ſelvaggio 


Boſco, 


_ — 
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Fors illi canus tum paſtor dicet : . in ipfo. . - | 
Vidimus hunc albi limine ſæpe die 
Verrentem celeri pede rores, Solis ut ort: 
** Obvius exciperet, qua patet ora, jubar. 


Illo nutantis fagi ſub tegmine, cujus 


KRadicum ingenrum tortile ludit humi, 
% Projectus medio, lentuſque jacebat in zſtu, | 
g pectabatque caput lene fluentis aquæ. 
Juxta illum errabat lucum ſpernente renidens 
Nunc ore, & tenui murmure vana crepans, 
Nunc languens, meftuſque, & pallidus, ut miſer, 
«* amens, t 4. 
Et qui tranſverſo preſſus amore jacet. 


** Una dies venit; ſolito nec colle, nec ipſum 
** Vidi ego dilectos arboris ante pedes : 

'* Altera ſucceſlit ; nec fontis lympha, nec ipſum 
* Amplius illa placens ora, nemuſyve dedit : 


Proxima 


Boſco, ora in atto d' uom che altrui dileggia 
Borbottando fra fe parole vane ; 
Ed or com' uom che per amor foll-ggia, 
Per doglia, o colpi di ſventure umane, 
Dipinto di pallor languido e meſto 
S' aggirava confuſo iu guiſe ſtrane. 
Sorſe un mattin ; ne 'l vidi piu per queſts 
Erboſo pian, ne ſopra l poggio, o ſotto 
L' alber, dove ſedea tacito e deſto. 
Feho I altro mattino avea condotto, 
M piz ſul rio, n+ pid ful balzo il vidi, 
Ne al boſco, ov' era il ſuo dolce ridotto. 


| Nel 
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* The next with dirges due in fad array borne, 


Slow thro' the church-way path we faw bim 


Approach, and read (for thou canſt read) the lay, 


Gra vd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.” 


THE SBSTIETAPH 
« HERE reſts his head upon the lap of earth 
«A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown. 


«© Pair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark*d him for her own. 


„Large was his bounty and his ſoul ſincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend : 
„He gave to Mis'ry (all he had) a tear, 
* He gain'd from Heay'n {twas all he wiſh" a) 4 
„Friend. | 


No ſatther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 
Or draw his frailties from their dfead abode, 


(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) - 


The boſom of his Father and his God.“ 


Rel terzo giorno alſin con meſti grid: 
Ga morto al Tempio ecco il vedian portarfe, 


E la turba il ſeguia de ſuoi piu fidt. + 
T appreſſa, e leggi (che ct5 ben 

Se, 6D fee pos 

Scritta ſul fafſo, & tra' rami | ſparſe © 
Di. folto antico ſpino i quaſi aſcofta : 


EPITAFFIO. 


&« QUT giace in ſeno alla gran madre antica 
** Garzon d' ofcuro ſangue, a Fama ignoto ; F 
% E fe Fortuna lo guard) nemica, 


&« 11 tefor di Dottrina a lui fu noto, 
Ebbe 


* 


FI 


WE 7 oy 


"186, TR FA Wh huxit, merit mzſto ordine pompe , 


Elatum facri vidimus ire via, 
Accede & legito (legere eſt tibi copia) carmen, 
FSub ſpino veteri quod rude marmor habet: 


E PIT AP HIUM. 
* Hic Forti ignotus Juvenis, Famæque, reclivem 
Cervicem Terræ detinet in gremio : 
Non humili Doctrina loco pulcherrima natum 
*« Sprevit, Triſtities compoſuitque ſuum. 
% Larga olli Bonitas ſincero in pectore; at inde 
que ille a Czlo premia larga tulit: _ 
* ZArumnz (hoc habuit) lacrymam dedit ille; So- 


. ** dalem 
Illi (hoc optaret) Numen habere dedit. 


« Ne merita ulterius quzras cognoſcere, parva 
Neu vitia horrenda e Sede vocare yelis. 

In ſpe cuncta illic pariter trepidante quieſcunt, 
* Illius inque ſinu ſtant Patris atque Dei.” 


Ebbe Malinconia gna e amica, 
E cuor fincero, e d' ogng, frode vota ; 
* Largaavet carita, ma largo a lui ; 
&* Anche il Ciel fo op gener , 
Alla miſeria ci die ſtilla di pianto, 
C' altro non ebbe ; e a” ſuoi defer conform 
« Fido amico trovi. Tu laſcia intanto 
Dei cieca abiſſo nella gala enorme 
«© I merts, e i falli ſuoi. Nel grembo ſanto, 
4 Al fuo Pldre) al fus Die. —— YU 
« Noftre ga, tra timore e 


* Le buone opre e le ret poſano infieme. [ 
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